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I 

‘J’etais geant alors, et haut de cent coudees.’ 

Bonaparte. 

I n the spring of the Paris Exhibition of 1878 my 
Father was in charge of the Indian Section of Arts 
andManufactures there, anil it was his duty to arrange 
them as they arrived. He promised me, then twelve 
or thirteen years old, that l should accompany him 
to Paris on condition that I gave no trouble. The 
democracy of an English sc hool had made that easy. 

Our happy expedition crossed the Channel in a 
steamer, I think, made of two steamers attached to 
each other side by side. (Was it the old Calais- 
Douvres designed to prevenr sea-sickness, which even 
the Gods themselves cannot do?) And, late at night, 
we came to a boarding-house full of English people at 
the back of the Parc Monceau. In the morning, when 
I had waked to the divine smell of roasting coffee and 
the bell-like call of the marchand d’habits, my Father 
said in effect, ‘I shall be busy every day for some time. 

Here is-’ I think it was two francs. ‘There are lots 

of restaurants, all called Duval, where you can eat. 
I will get you a free pass for the Exhibition and you 
can go where you please.’ Then he was swallowed by 
black-coated officials and workmen in blouses. 

Imagine the delight of a child let loose among all 
the wonders of all the world as they emerged from 
packing-cases, free to enter every unfinished building 
that was being raised round an edifice called the 
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Trocadero, and to pass at all times through gates in 
wooden barricades behind which workmen put up 
kiosques and pavilions, or set out plants and trees! 
At first, these genial deep-voiced men asked questions, 
but after a few days no one looked at my pass, and 
I considered myself an accepted fly on this great 
wheel of colour and smells and sights, all revolving 
to a ceaseless mitraille of hammers and machinery. 
My Father, too, had been entirely correct as to this 
Monsieur Duval. His restaurants were everywhere 
in Paris; his satisfying dejeuners cost exactly one 
franc. There were also, if one had made the neces¬ 
sary economies, celestial gingerbreads to be bought 
everywhere. 

At the boarding-house were two English boys from 
a school called Christ’s Hospital, or, in talk, the Blue 
Coat School, which dates from the time of Edward 
VI. We fraternised, and soon discovered that the Bois 
de Boulogne was an ideal ground for paper-chases, 
which, at that time, were not understood in France. 

But the scholars of Christ’s Hospital are obligated 
to wear the ancient costume of their school. This con¬ 
sists of white linen bands round the neck, in lieu of 
collar; a long blue cloth bedgown, fastened by many 
bright flat buttons and loosely girt at the hip with a 
leather girdle; blue knee-breeches; vividly yellow 
stockings, and square-toed shoes with buckles. Hats 
are not worn, and when engaged in athletic exercise 
the skirts of the blue bedgown are drawn through the 
girdle. I ask you to consider the effect on a pious 
gendarmerie of two such apparitions, scattering or pur¬ 
suing trails of tom paper through their sacred Bois in 
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’78! My friends were often halted and questioned; 
but the gendarmes, tolerant so long as you are polite, 
soon perceived them to be the young of some species 
of the insane English. ‘But what,’ they demanded un¬ 
officially, ‘is the genesis and intention of this bizarre 
uniform? Military? Civil? Ecclesiastical?’ 

My brutal experiments in French among my work¬ 
men at my Trocadero made me interpreter here. I 
have often wondered what the gendarmes and the 
interested priests must have thought. With the 
ribaldly inquisitive cabmen of those days (they talked 
too much, those gentlemen in leather hats) one was 
less polite; for a selection of simple phrases drawn, 
again, from my blue-bloused friends at the Trocadero, 
would act on them marvellously. You see, they dared 
not abandon their vehicles, and the radius of a whip¬ 
lash is limited. But conceive this against to-day’s back¬ 
ground ! Three small savages capering on, let us say, 
the trottoir of the Avenue d’lena while they harpoon 
a red and roaring cocker with epithets of zoological 
origin or the ripostes of Cambronne! . . . Primitive? 
Possibly—but Love is founded on a variety of 
experiences. 

When these delights palled, and I had sufficiently 
superintended my Exposition for the day, I would 
explore my Paris. Thus I came to know the Bridges 
and the men who clipped the poodles on the little 
quays below them. I perceived from the panto¬ 
mime of the artists engaged that there were two 
schools of thought in this art. One began at the head; 
the other at the tail. When I told this to my Father, 
who was also an artist, he laughed enormously. 
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And I accepted it as a tribute to my powers of narra¬ 
tion! 

I discovered on my own account Quasimodo’s 
Notre Dame. (I believed profoundly in the phantas¬ 
magoria of Notre Dame, including Esmeralda and her 
Djali (translated).) I even came to know a little of the 
Left Bank and the book-boxes of the Quai Voltaire 
then filled with savage prints and lithographs of the 
war of ’70. The tobacconists, too, sold glazed clay 
pipes of the heads of bearded soldiers and generals. 
I considered myself well informed as to that war 
because, a few years before, I had been given a scrap¬ 
book of pictures cut out of die Illustrated London News. 
One was called ‘The Burning ofBazeilles,’ and another 
—a terrible perspective of a forlorn army laying down 
their rifles in a wilderness of snow—represented 
Bourbaki’s disarmament at the Swiss frontier. The 
concierge and his wife at the boarding-house also told 
me tales of that war of which I comprehended—and 
forgot—nothing. 

But my Exposition was always the heart of things 
for me. A feature of it was the head of Bartholdi’s 
Statue of Liberty which, later, was presented to the 
United States. One ascended by a staircase (5 c.) to 
the dome of the skull and looked out through the 
vacant eye-balls at a bright-coloured world beneath. 
I climbed up there often, and once an elderly French¬ 
man said to me, ‘Now, you young Englisher, you 
can say you have looked through the eyes of Liberty 
Herself.’ He spoke less than the truth. It was through 
the eyes of France that I began to see. 

What I did not understand—and it was much—I 
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brought home at evening and laid before my Father, 
who either explained it or told me where I could get 
the information. He treated me always as a comrade, 
and his severest orders were, at most, suggestions or 
invitations. ‘If I were you, I should do so-and-so’— 
‘You might do worse than, etc.,’ prefaced delightful 
talks while I was going to bed and he was dressing 
for some function. It was one of his ‘suggestions’ tha 
led me to look (but not for long) at an Algerian exhibi 
of educational appliances—copy-books filled witl 
classical French sentences, and simple sums perpetrate! 
by young Algerians for whom I felt sympathy, beinj 
under a similar yoke. Bv some means or other ' 
gathered dimly that France ‘had sound ideas about he 
Colonies’ and that I ‘might do worse’ than remembei 
that. I forgot, of course—to remember later. 

This was eight years after the war of ’70 and sh 
since the last of the ^200,000,000 indemnity had been 
paid. The Boche had done his best to cripple France, 
but his memory did not include ‘the night-cap of 
Pere Bugeaud,’ nor his prevision anything in the 
least resembling the Marechal Lyautey. Madagascar, 
Tonquin, Indo-China, and the rest were not. The 
Boche, disregarding the possibilities of a fringe of 
administration on a beach in North Africa, thought 
Colonial affairs might divert France. Others must have 
seen more among the packing-cases where my Father 
talked with the black-coated officials with the rosettes. 

I returned to England and my school with a 
knowledge that there existed a land across the water, 
where everything was different, and delightful, where 
one walked among marvels, and all food tasted 
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extremely well. Therefore, I thought well of that 
place. 

Later, I was ‘invited’ to study French. ‘You’ll never 
be able to talk it, but if I were you, I’d try to read it,’ 
was his word. I append here the method of instruction. 
Give an English boy the first half of Twenty Thousand 
Leagues under the Sea in his native tongue. When he 
is properly intoxicated, withdraw it and present to 
him the second half in the original. Afterwards —not 
before—Dumas, the prince of amuseurs, and the rest 
as God pleases. 

The official study of the French language in the 
English schools of those days assumed that its litera¬ 
ture was ‘immoral’; whereas the proper slant of 
accents and the correct assignment of genders was 
virtuous. In my own interests, then, I made my 
‘graves’ and ‘acutes’ as nearly vertical as might be, 
while my calligraphy served as a fig-leaf to cover 
those delicate problems of sex in inanimate objects 
so dear to the meticulous Gaul. During my holidays I 
would read all the French books that interested, and 
should not have interested, me, till at sixteen I could 
deal with them almost as with English. 

This served me well a few years later, when, as a 
subordinate on an Indian journal, it was part of my 
duty to translate columns upon columns of the Novoie 
Vremya detailing Russian campaigns in Central Asia 
which were then of some interest. At that time I was 
a young man in my Father’s house—a family reunited 
after long separations in childhood, very content 
to be together. Never was youth more fortunate! 
People from all parts of the world would visit my 
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Father in his capacity of Provincial Art Director and 
Curator of the Art Museum. Among these was a 
French official, or philosopher, named Gustave Le 
Bon—of the type as it seemed to me of those black- 
coated ones in Paris six or seven years before. Some 
of his talk dealt with the significance of those weari¬ 
some educational exhibits from Algeria, which I hj d 
seen: the theory and the logic of Colonial administr t- 
tion, and so forth, all set out in beautifully balanc< d 
French of which the dominant word was ‘Emprise 
morale .’ He talked also on occasion like a Maxi n 
articulate, and my Father almost as swiftly, eat h 
explaining and comparing the ends and aims of 1 is 
Government. Thus was a second link of the cha n 
riveted which in due time would assist to draw n y 
heart towards France. 

Occasionally Russian officers wandered through our 
part of Northern India who spoke admirable French 
and explained disarmingly their innocent missions. 
And there was an annually recurrent native theatrical 
troupe that presented Indian plays in the bazar, whose 
elderly and unshaven German scene-painter had been, 
he told me, ‘out on the barricades in ’48.’ He revealed 
to me a France I had never imagined. 

In the Anglo-Indian life of those days were no 
theatres; no picture-galleries; no cinemas; no trans¬ 
port other than the horse; and no society. Every one 
was either an official or a soldier, with his work to 
do. Our community numbered in the hot weather 
perhaps seventy whites in all. At the big Christmas 
dances, when the outlying stations came in, four 
hundred might be present for a week! The climate, 
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through half the year, forbade exercise after seven in 
the morning and before six in the evening. There was 
time, then, to read—anything and everything one 
could find—from Scarron’s dreary Roman Comique to 
‘Gyp,’as well as that ponderous Novoie Vremya and the 
French papers. The journals in our office came in from 
Paris to Pekin; each wonderfully preserving its own 
national smell, so that one could identify it in the dark. 
At that time—’83 to *88—the French Press was not 
nationally enamoured of England. I answered some 
of their criticisms by what I then conceived to be 
parodies of Victor Hugo’s more extravagant prose. 
The peace of Europe, however, was not seriously 
endangered by these exercises; my illustrious con¬ 
temporaries must have known that newspapers have 
to be filled daily. 


Oh! Demain c’est la grande chose! 

De quoi demain sera-t-il fait? 

Victor Hugo. 

After these happy years, I found myself again in 
Paris at the Exhibition of 1889-90. My city was much 
as I had left it, except for an edifice called the Eiffel 
Tower, but it was still ignorant of wireless and auto¬ 
mobiles. I used to establish myself at a small hotel in 
the Batignolles, dominated by a fat elderly landlady 
who brought me unequalled cafe au lait in big bowls. 
I must have made other friendships also—else how 
did I come to assist at that moonlight pas de quatre 
in front of the Sorbonne? A glance into the future 
would have shown me that I was to be a Doctor of 
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that learned Institute, but I needed all my eyes at the 
time to watch a gendarme who desired to attach him¬ 
self to our company merely because we sang to him 
that Love was an infant of Bohemia ignorant of the 
Code Napoleon. 

Those times passed also, and life became more 
varied. It included a certain amount of travel—to 
South Africa, for example, where at a town calk 1 
Johannesburg I had the honour of meeting sorr e 
German officers, unnecessarily interested in the futui e 
political relations and armaments, which last the r 
country supplied, of the Boers. They talked tc-> 
loudly. Personally, I have always liked the Boer, ar i 
it occurred to me, as to some others, at the time th. t 
he might not be our most serious opponent. 

During the Boer War (1899-1902) what shouli 
have enlightened us all as to the future was tie 
thoroughness of the anti-British propaganda, much 
of which rebounded mainly from the United States 
by way of what was vaguely called ‘The Continent.’ 
Some of it was of French provenance—grossly im¬ 
polite and playing into the Boche’s hands. But the 
specific charges of our ‘atrocities’ during the war 
revealed, though we had not sense enough to profit 
by it, the Boche mentality. For example, there was a 
statement that on a certain day, at a certain place, 
some English officers entered a Boer farmhouse which 
was flying the white flag. Names and dates were 
entirely true. (I was with the party and shared the 
‘honours’ of the action.) It went on to say that we had 
dragged out two or three Boer men and women 
from under the beds there; had given them a hundred 
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yards’ allowance and shot them down as they ran! 
In other words, it prefigured absolutely the technique 
of Louvain and Termonde and the villages of the 
border in ’14, etc., etc.; the touch about the ‘hundred 
yards’ allowance’ being a sporting attempt to dress 
the dish a Yanglaise. Another announcement—a tele¬ 
graphic ‘extra’—picked up on the floor of a newspaper 
office at Bloemfontein the day after we had entered 
that town, affirmed that our Brigade of Guards had, 
two days previously, been driven on to the attack in 
one of the ‘battles’ of those days, by the fire of their 
own Corps Artillery! Even so, we were not en¬ 
lightened; and when later we came across very deep 
trenches, undercut on the shrapnel side, no one real¬ 
ised we were looking at the forerunner of the‘dug-out’ 
and a new type of war. But how could we guess? 

The Boer wisely did not care to sit in trenches as 
the German experts had recommended. He preferred 
to lie behind a boulder in the open and shoot his 
picked man at eight hundred or a thousand yards. 
When he had expended his cartridges he retired 
towards the Equator on his indefatigable little pony. 
The uniformed foreign volunteers of his forces (there 
was no uniform among the Boers) had been trained 
in an older school. Consequently they were some¬ 
times captured or even killed in action. Among our 
‘captives’ was a charming Frenchman who had fought 
because he intensely loathed the English. He was 
master of a pleasant literary style, and in his account, 
later, of his adventures referred to me (surely hate is 
more observant even than love!) by the one title to 
which I most objected. If he be still alive I would 
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make him my compliments across the years and 
assure him that his thrust went home. 

But I go forward too quickly. The business of 
Fashoda in ’98 was—after the French Press had been 
very rude, very stupid, and very short-sighted in 
beating us to help ‘the King of Prussia’—the openir g 
of the inevitable entente cordiale. At the time the Frern h 
Government, I think, purchased a quantity of militai y 
stores which were duly expended sixteen years later n 
quite another direction. And in 1915, in a vast hollo v 
of the Argonne, I beheld an army of forty thousar d 
men and a hundred and twenty Seventy-Fives r •- 
viewed by Joffre and Kitchener, and felt the friss* n 
run through its ranks w hen Kitchener shook han Is 
with and talked to Gene ral Marchand in the face 1 >f 
the line. Then the bank ot horizon-blue and the clank¬ 
ing guns rolled forward to the unsatisfied thunders 
beyond the horizon. 

After the Boer War, but the precise date has escaped 
me, there visited Cape Town, where I used to spend 
my winters, the triple-screw cruiser Dupleix (Admiral 
Rivet), which was thrown open to all the world for 
‘inspections.’ There are two ways of ‘inspecting’ 
ships. The first is to go round the ship before taking 
dejeuner on board. The second is to sit quite still after 
dejeuner on board, and let the ship go round you. 
Since the lighter guns of the Dupleix were mounted by 
threes in little cupolas, the impression of her revolving 
armament was prodigious. Cape Town, in turn, 
invited all her officers to ‘inspect’ the vineyards of 
Constantia, where they make not too weak wines. 
My charge, on that occasion, was a young Breton 
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lieutenant. He returned, his head on his companion’s 
shoulder, sleeping like an angel. You must understand 
I had several times drunk to the entente cordiale in sweet 
champagne at eleven in the morning on the deck of 
the Dupleix; temperature beneath her awnings about 
85° F. Thus honour was satisfied! 

But in all those years I knew little of France beyond 
an occasional trip to Paris. The coming of the auto¬ 
mobile broke the spell, and, year after year, in the 
cars of the period when motorists were as much 
pioneers of travel as are now airmen, we explored 
France. (‘But, Monsieur, we cannot accommodate 
that here. It will frighten the horses!’ That was at the 
old hotel in Avignon.) 

Then was revealed to us, season after season, the 
immense and amazing beauty of France; the laborious 
thrift of her people, and a little of their hard philo¬ 
sophy; the excellence of her agriculture and the fore¬ 
thought and system of her forestry. Some of our 
Indian Forestry officials had had their training at 
Nancy, and had always told me about it. 

But at first one paid for one’s knowledge with 
one’s skin. Neither men nor beasts were prepared for 
this visitation of ferocious and exacting vehicles; and 
part of the tourists’ equipment used to be a whip with 
a long lash, to save the temperamental dogs of France 
from committing suicide. The soft roads of the 
astonished departments went to pieces beneath our 
very bad tyres, and we broke our strongest springs on 
hump-backed little bridges in secluded towns of one 
street, where the old women knitted at the fountains. 
(That was the Rhone Road. Route 7.) Worst of all, 
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we were so ignorant that we did not know that one 
always finds a good dejeuner if one falls in behind the 
French Army at half-past eleven. 

But matters adjusted themselves with the years and, 
from the point of view of the early motorists, civilisa¬ 
tion now horribly overruns France and one eat?, 
instead of dines, at ‘hotels of all the luxuries.’ 

There is a certain little meadow by the sea, und< r 
Mount Canigou, which Spring fills with narcissi whe 1 
she first sets foot in Europe. For years in succession w/ j 
went down to that meadow, spread our maps amon * 
the flowers, and began our travels—all France to pla r 
with, and our auto to convey us. From the tourist ’ 
point of view March is not a good season. Wine 5 
blow; there may be snow-drifts on the low passe? 
that a month later would be clear. Yet, for those wh > 
love the land and its people, March is the month 
above all; for then France, who never stops working, 
begins her spring cleanings, loppings, and primings. 
The roadmen are out taking stock of winter damages; 
the happy, dirty gipsy-vans are out too; the barges 
along a thousand miles of canals refit and repaint 
under the eye of the barge-dogs, who allow no 
liberties; the roads are made interesting by the dung- 
carts, the huge bundles of new vine-stocks, and the 
freshly ordered bright-painted agricultural imple¬ 
ments. The working year renews its pulse with the 
roar almost of a tide. 

One blemish remains. No motorist can foresee 
what any citizen of the Republic on foot will do. He 
is generally at work in the fields, but when he walks 
the roads he is a flickering, wanton mystery. 
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I have seen him, absorbed in dreams, with expanded 
chest and radiant eye, advance well on the wrong side 
of the road, till our horn made him leap sideways and 
call us ‘Assassin!’ 

But a people who work as unrelentingly as the 
French, must have great dreams to s alt th eir lives with. 
When a man has spent the long day leading pannier¬ 
loads of manure, a donkey-load at a time, up the 
terraced hillside to his hanging vineyard; when he has 
hand-dealt each knotted vine-stock its own portion 
of the good dark muck, it is then he wants to straighten 
his back on the way home, and to plunge into the 
life of events and prodigies—such as lecturing his wife 
or being President of the Republic. 

I tried to explain to a companion of one of our tours 
that these ‘play-acting people,’ as he called them, have 
lived through devastating dramas of their own, the 
consequences of which lie heavy on every aspect of 
their lives. We had gone astray one evening in a wild 
plain of heath and rock, darkened by olive-trees and 
lit by the flare of a windy sunset. We came into a 
village where a line of young men, linking hands, 
swept the public square dancing. Their faces were very 
clear in that unearthly light, and the tricolour ribbons 
in their caps rattled in the mistral. An infantry soldier 
leaned against a shop door and watched them with 
an elder brother’s instructed smile. 

‘What’s this circus?’ said my friend as they shouted 
round us. 

‘Those are conscripts,’ I replied. ‘Young men 
drawn for service in the Army for the next three 
years.’ But he was frankly contemptuous, and the 
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lounging infantryman only impressed him as slovenly 
and ungroomed. 

‘But there are three-quarters of a million of them,’ 
I said. ‘They have to take over each other’s clothes and 
equipment and wear them out—like monks. Very 
little is wasted in this country.’ All the English in him 
revolted at the apparent meanness, but the splendour 
of the sacrifice was hid. As a Frenchman once said to 
me: ‘We Continentals are more separated from your 
world by our compulsory service than by anything 
else. How can you English understand our minds if 
you do not realise those years of service—those years 
of service for us all? When we come to talk to you 
about life it is like talking about death to children.’ 

Again—at a cosmopolitau dinner-party—an Italian 
youth, but so English-trained that the young English¬ 
man he was talking to looked on him as a brother, 
said, all of a sudden: ‘Yes, it was rather a bore! I had 
got my House colours and I had got my Boats. I’d 
have given anything for another year at Eton. But I 
had to come away for my service. Get up at three in 
the morning and groom your own horse, you know, 
and all that sort of thing. The pay is a penny a day, 
and the food—you can’t live on it! . . .’ 

The Englishman stared—it was having to give up 
the Boats that impressed him, but a young Frenchman 
who had done his time merely nodded. I have been 
privileged also to hear a foreign professor of some 
ideal or other explain to a rather prominent philo¬ 
sopher that he ‘guessed France lacked a certain serious¬ 
ness of moral purpose.’ To whom the philosopher, 
looking back across the years: ‘Ye-es. I did my service 
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with the Artillery.’ Who would more surely extract 
fun, irony, and their true taste out of things as they 
pass, than one who had been forced to live under 
bodily stress in the face of fact, to sweat and pant 
and cast him down in the mud, dust, and heat of 
manoeuvres—a unit among many thousands? 

And as one came to know France more intimately 
one gathered memories and pictures of people and 
things which became part of one’s accepted life, 
destined to grow more significant through the years. 

On the way to Lavandou, before Lavandou had 
been exploited, there stood against a belt of pines, an 
old black bam whose door carried a tom placard of 
some Government loan, which resembled a grotesque 
profile. This was a landmark always joyously greeted 
because it marked for us a stage of our great journey 
from Spring’s Own Meadow. That placard survived 
all the War—always preserving its comic appearance. 
It outlived all the millions of the dead and the hun¬ 
dreds of murdered villages. 

At Rheims, which was on one of our northerly 
circuits, we used to buy candles to bum before Joan 
of Arc. ‘But what do you want with candles?’ the 
sacristan would say. (The God who made all the 
Creeds knew, but we did not.) And, two years after 
our last visit together in peace-time, there remained 
only the gutted shell of the Cathedral, but, in a corner 
of the void, lay a metal candle-holder—I tried to 
believe that very one on which we had spiked our 
useless offerings. 

Whatever the sacristan may think, I believe in the 
miracle that Joan of Arc wrought for France through 
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the bad years of 1903-7, when the children bom or 
begotten under the shadows of the ’70 war had come 
to manhood and were (it will happen again in France 
as it will in England) full of defeatism and that costive 
ill-will that crawls like a snapping cur on the heels of 
war. Scientific observers may argue that those years 
also preluded the entry of young France into the arena 
of sports. It is incontestable that, more and more at 
that epoch, were the kiosques filled with little weekly 
papers of athletic interest; more and more did one 
meet on the roads young men training severely for 
walking, running, or cycle contests. But, pari passu , 

I observed in the churches that Saint Joseph was every¬ 
where being dispossessed from his shrine in favour of 
Joan of Arc. It is not to the sporting journals but to 
Joan that I ascribe the renaissance of strength and 
purpose in the young of France at that hour. 

With one exception—and he was a douanier fortified 
with brandy against the terrible rain of the Nord—I 
have in twenty-five years’ road-travel met nothing 
but kindness and prompt help from every one—even 
from my ancient friends, die gendarmes. 

Had I space, or you patience, I could tell you of the 
Personal Devil of Marsillargues, and of Michel Coste, 
the village electrician there who saved us from him; 
of the Boy of Villers-Bocage who will unquestionably 
be the second Lesseps of France; of the veteran of’70, 
on the road to Canigou, who kept bees, and who 
talked and looked precisely like Anatole France; of 
the rural postman, survivor of a Madagascar battalion 
of ’83—86 (‘Eighty of us, Monsieur, returned out of 
eleven hundred’), who delivered the superb lecture on 
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the late Mr. Wilson, at the bridge below Bluebeard’s 
Castle; and of the Lady of Bordeaux who, dressed 
almost entirely in one hat, also lectured the two 
embarrassed gendarmes (Do you know that the 
Bordelais can blush?) and the unembarrassed cab- 
driver. 

At every turn of my ways I gathered a certain 
amount of knowledge, and, perhaps, a little under¬ 
standing. 

For example, only a few years ago in the Beamaise, 
on a hot day—the car halted opposite the house of a 
big-boned farmer standing by his splendid reversible 
plough. Behind him, his silky plough-bullocks filed 
in to their dark stalls for the noontide rest. 

‘Are Monsieur and Madame interested in beasts? 
Good. Come and look.’ 

We were presented to each darling by name. It was 
a thriving establishment with the usual notice of a 
Government loan on a barn door. Then, underneath a 
wall by the main road, we saw an infant of four armed 
with a little green-barked switch which some one 
had peeled into pretty patterns for him. His office was 
to keep a flock of baby turkeys in the shadow of that 
wall as the sun shifted. ‘Sun is bad for young turkeys,’ 
the farmer observed. ‘But he knows! He knows all 
about it. If you took his stick away he’d cry. Wouldn’t 
thee?’ 

The babe did not answer. His eyes were on his 
flock as it piped and cowered beneath die menace of 
his sceptre. They knew all about it too. 

‘Your son?’ 

‘Assuredly.’ With an arm over the forequarters of 
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an ox who stood as still as a mantelpiece, the farmer 
talked of ‘La Terre’ and the obligations of those who 
served it to enter on their vows early. 

It was good stuff—well delivered—and impressive 
in what it took for granted. I dare not paint the horror 
of an English Administration and all its paid officials 
if an infant were discovered to be employed in what 
is legally ‘agricultural labour.’ 

But the strength of France is in her soil. If you stood 
one hundred Frenchmen on their heads, you would 
find the good plough-mould on the boots of at least 
seventy-five. They have known in their boyhood the 
chill before sunrise, and the cool of the evening on 
the naked chest; the sight, sound, and smell of the 
worked earth; the hot, dr), rustling comland before 
the reapers go in; and the secrets of the dark and 
tempting barns. They give to La Terre the reverence 
they deny to some other Gods: and she repays their 
worship. 

There is a Town by a great River, where they hold 
agricultural shows on the main boulevard, attaching 
electric-power wires casually to the tree-trunks, with 
no more protection than an occasional warning that, 
if you touch them, you will perish. (With us, a 
pensioned Civil Servant would guard every one.) 
They sell, under the cool shadows of the trees, fascin¬ 
ating farm appliances from bee-hives to wine-presses. 
Once I asked an agent how long a certain manure- 
pump would last —marche being the word I used. The 
answer was illuminating. ‘If you leave it lying out m 
the winters, as you English do, it will not marche more 
than two years. Give it shelter and it will marche for 
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ten.’ That is truth. No one can calculate how much 
the English farmer loses by sheer neglect of his tools, 
and by sloth at the careless end of the day or season. 

And in this same town is a flower-market, where 
each morning people attend whose little carts are 
drawn by dogs. The first business of every dog is to 
assure himself that all his friends and enemies in the 
square are present. To each, then, the proper word. 
That delivered, each dog lies down under his cart in 
silence till market closes and all go home. I was in¬ 
terested in a largish, square-mouthed, black fellow, 
whose zeal to arrive was only equalled by his choking 
anxiety to get away. I would have talked to him, but 
he told me that he was responsible for the cart, and 
was devoid of social accomplishments. 

Afterwards, I forgathered with an old man who 
carried baggage from the railway-station to quiet 
boarding-houses. His team was a fawn-coloured lady 
of seven varieties, fresh from maternal duty, and 
a composite black-and-white pointer. They were 
delivering a portmanteau at the time, and with some 
parade; for the lady who received it was evidently 
friend of all three. ‘Yes,’ said the old man when she 
had gone. ‘These two mix themselves in all my affairs. 
It gives them importance. As guard-dogs, of course, 
they are useless. They would not interfere with any 
one because, you see, any one may come out to take a 
trunk. In our business we must ingratiate ourselves 
with our clientele' (The bitch fawned and feathered 
round my knees for proof of it.) ‘Other dogs are 
different? That is true! You tried to talk to that black 
one in the Flower-Market? But he was in sole charge 
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of his cart! Monsieur, it may serve you to remember 
that you should never speak to a single dog on duty. 
Two perhaps may be polite, but one .. . not so 
often.’ 

Then he showed me how his team could pull on 
demand, going uphill. 

‘In theory why should a dog work at all?’ I 
demanded. 

‘It is not a theory. It is logic. Because a dog is a a 
animal of intelligence. Ho knows right and wrong- - 
especially injustice. He loves a position of trust, t 
gives him his point of honour—his opportunity f< r 
devotion. Like a woman in effect. Now, she here h s 
three little ones at home. She will feed them t 
dejeuner of course. But if I left her behind afterward ;, 
she would bite him when he came back. Just like a 
woman again! Logically, also, dogs are too wise to 
be idle. It is an insult to them.’ 

It cannot be easy to overthrow a people whose 
men, women, children, and dogs look on work as a 
natural part of life. With this virtue goes an accepta¬ 
tion of thrift in all things, which makes most things 
easy. 

Again an illustration. At a big Paris post-office a 
messenger entered to cash a money order and turned 
away from the wicket leaving one sou lying on the 
counter. The postal employee who had cashed him the 
order was serving another customer, and did not 
notice. But two well-dressed women in the queue 
instantly warned the messenger of his oversight, in 
that strict sudden staccato which a Frenchwoman 
reserves for serious affairs. It was not the amount that 
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mattered but the principle. Call it sou-mindedness if 
you will. Myself, I respect it. 

It makes for simplicity; the acceptance of hard 
living which fortifies the moral interior as small 
pebbles assist the digestion of fowls; and it allows its 
practitioner to be as extravagant as he pleases in 
speech and oratory. (The Englishman’s inveterate 
habit of waste explains his inveterate habit of under¬ 
statement.) 

In the course of these years it occurred to me that 
there existed in France a civilisation at least coeval 
with ours; equally complete—not to say contented 
with itself; as incomprehensible as ours but comple¬ 
mentary. What of civilisation since the fall of Rome 
had evolved itself appeared to me to have been due 
to one or other of those influences; the later systems 
being predatory, parvenu, or imposed. Therefore, 
what of civilisation was to continue, lay in our united 
hands. 

This idea precipitated itself out of talks, and 
experiences trivial or grave, the first part of which I 
have set down here. 
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‘Et ce n’est pas une vigilance d’un jour qui nous est 
demands. Qui done pourrait mesurer l’ampleur des 
oscillations auxquelles cette guerre a donne cours, ou 
predire en quelles limites de temps pourra s’enclore 
revolution des conditions de vie mondialemen t 
successivement changes ?’— Georges Clemenceau. 

F rance still remembers (but we have foi- 
gotten) how the shadow of war darkened ov< r 
Europe from 1907 onwards when the watcl: - 
word ‘World-Dominion or Downfall’ was writter, 
taught, prayed, preached, sculptured, set to music, an l 
legislated for as a Gospel, an end, and a certaintj. 
Part of my winters I then used to spend at a ‘sport! ’ 
hotel in Switzerland frequented by German officer!.. 
On the day of their Kaiser’s birthday, they would 
dine—very well—and talk and sing of The Day with 
great clarity and many threats against all mankind. 
And not the officers alone. I recall, out of many, an 
interesting conversation with a most respectable 
Town Councillor of Hamburg. He laid down for me 
the minimum of his country’s requirements from 
England. They included an ‘order’ by the ‘English 
Parliament’ to our ‘Colonies’ to abolish all tariffs 
against his country, etc., etc. Failing this, the English 
were to beware of the ‘Furor Teutonicus’—as it might 
have been Ira Normannorum. It was illuminating; it was 
as plain as the new railway sidings at Hamburg—plain 
as the Boche Press, or the way in which the German 
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Colonies were armed and used as points of friction 
and blackmail all over the world. That was before 
Agadir. Could France or England say they had not 
been warned?. . . 

What the French preparations were is known to us. 
The English argument was: *Fi de manteau quand ilfak 
beau .’ Peace being one hundred years old must, they 
said, be in the immutable order of ‘Civilisation.’ It 
followed, then, that even to teach respectable English¬ 
men to stand and walk without falling over each other 
and themselves was not only absurd but impious. Had 
we not an immediately effective Army of 80,000 as 
well as some Field Artillery? In view of the claims of 
‘social reform’ on the national purse, what more 
could be reasonably asked? Those were the years of 
nightmare! 

In ’i3~’i4 there was little pretence or concealment. 
The vital question was England’s attitude. This was 
put to me, baldly enough, in a little hotel in Central 
France by a Colonel of the 29th of the Line. He said, 
above a map, indicating the very place, ‘If you do not 
prolong our left here , you also will perish!’ An English¬ 
man who overheard him, remarked, ‘That man 
seemed very full of something or other. What was 
that goshe ( gauche ) he was talking about?’ 

By chance or coincidence, it was about that time— 
late ’13 or spring of ’14—that I met again in Paris 
Monsieur Gustave Le Bon. It was as though the wheel 
had come full circle after thirty years. So, naturally, 
instead of questioning the future at the pleasant meal, 
we talked of the past. 

A little later, in the hot staleness of an alternately 
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chained and unchained newspaper’s office, 1 an old man 
said to me, ‘It is for now! They will obey their orders. 
We shall not obey even ourselves.’ But Monsieur 
Clemenceau forgot that he had been Mayor of Mont¬ 
martre during the Siege of ’70 when, on his notifica¬ 
tion, the children of the quarter went to school 
through the shells. 

Nor did he foresee that it would be laid upon hir 1 
very soon to save his country. 

My next visit to France was at harvest-time in tl: 2 
autumn of ’15. The little Algerian copy-books ha 1 
borne fruit in many place'. There were multitudes ( f 
trains filled with Algerian', Senegalese, and Morocca 1 
troops, commanded by a type of officer new to me 
and yet indescribably familiar since it handled nati\ t 
troops and delivered low-voiced orders in tongu<s 
whose cadence and inflection seemed on the point cf 
giving me their meaning. I asked if there were any 
difficulty as to Mohammedan food on campaign. I 
understood that they had not time to consider these 
things, but, in the case of the stricter sects, sheep and 
goats were killed after the orthodox Muslim fashion. 
Yes, so far as was known, all was quiet in North 
Africa. A man (Lyautey was the name) was in charge 
yonder, and there was also a certain quantity of wheat 
ready to ship to France when needed. A bearded, 
pale-eyed youth, older than his tortured years, told 
me this in the wreck of a courtyard while the remnant 
of a native battalion, just come out of action, cooked 

1 This refers to a newspaper edited by Monsieur Clemenceau which 
was always in difficulties with the French Government of that day. 


29 



SOUVENIRS OF FRANCE 


the evening meal over little fires, as in an Indian 
caravanserai. 

In other places, I saw descendants of my old land¬ 
lady of the Batignolles—slippered, untidy, voluble— 
dealing out bowls of soup to the poilus, or driving 
cows in ploughs not too far behind the shells. That is 
why I desire a colossal statue on one of the Seine 
bridges to that enduring woman who also stood fast 
and said: ‘Faut pas sen faire.’ 

Of the men and officers of the French Army, it 
seemed to me that the demands of their normal 
national life had spared them some of the subconscious 
unease that weighed on our people. Accustomed by 
heredity and training to the food, exposure, and wasted 
hours at manoeuvres, to lack of privacy and the impact 
of crowds, they were released from too much desire 
to dwell on the emotions of civil life. Compare the 
verse and prose written by combatants of the two 
races, and you will, I fancy, see a difference. 1 

On the other hand, the French were in their own 
country and sometimes very near their own homes. 
In war, as in love, the divided objective leads to the 
Devil. There was a young soldier from Amiens where 
his girl also lived. His battalion came, at last, to lie 


1 The two schools are alike, it seems to me, in the sincere angularity 
and rigidity of their literary framework. Is this because the writers had 
lived for years among naked beams and girders, shattered walls, and 
harshly interrupted outlines? Their insistence on obscure personal moods 
and minute phenomena observed at close range, was explained to me by 
a man who said that, when one lies for hours under machine-gun fire 
in a shell-hole or a tobacco-field, one concentrates, for sanity’s sake, on 
the veining of some single leaf; the union of two water-drops; or the 
slow deliquescence of mud which releases a pebble on the slope of a 
crater. The result appears in the verses. It may be so. 
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within a few kilometres of the town. Twice he 
deserted, and twice France, who understands humanity, 
overlooked it. The third time he was tried and shot 
in a little chalk-pit within sight of the Amiens road. 
I had the tale from a child, who told it as savages tell 
—without comment. 

And here is another talc, the authenticity of whic'i 
I have not yet arrived at. It is ascribed to a General c f 
the kind which is everywhere at unexpected hour:. 
Very early one morning he came across a firing-part], 
etc., on their way to their duty. The condemned ha 1 
been found asleep, worn out, on sentry in a front-lir ; 
trench. The General, who knew his dossier, said t > 
him, ‘You do not die bev ause of any disgraceful a< t 
on your part; but because your death will save thi 
lives of others. It takes more of courage to die thu:. 
So, I will come with you ’ His arm around the mar, 
the General accompanied him, and, just before thos; 
eyes ceased to see, saluted. There are several Generals 
whom I could credit with such an act, but I should 
like to know who it was. 1 

At last there arrived what was called—too justly, 
as one sees now—an Armistice; and the late President 
Woodrow Wilson entered to create a new world for 
us, with no authority whatever from his countrymen 
to make any arrangements in their name. (His political 
party was, at the moment, if I remember, in an 
electoral minority of 1,200,000 votes.) 

His countrymen, through their representatives, 
repudiated, therefore, all the arrangements that he had 

1 I have since learned it was the late General Maud’huy. 
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made. These would have pledged England and the 
U.S.A. to assist France in event of future German 
attack, and would have stabilised the future. But 
a people whose origins, ex necessitate, must have 
abjured, individually and in writing, all European 
connections, do not readily embrace external re¬ 
sponsibilities. The United States cleared her skirts of 
the imbroglio with the alacrity of a shocked school¬ 
mistress. Ethnologically this was inevitable; objectively 
it was very comic; but, in its consequences, never was 
so far-reaching a refusal nor confusion more in¬ 
calculable. 

Yet, remember, die importation of the United 
States into the War was due to our common faults— 
our common inadequate preparations; our divided 
counsels and our national follies. 

There followed, presently, a passionate propaganda 
that ‘Civilisation’ should ‘put Germany on her feet’ 
because she was in economic ruin and her heart had 
changed. After ‘Civilisation’ had sufficiently studied 
that ruin and satisfied herself, at some cost, of the 
worthlessness of German currency, the mark returned 
to parity as a machine-gun re-hoists itself over the 
apparently abandoned trench. The manoeuvre to 
abolish her internal debt cost Germany no more than 
a few thousand old and unusable persons wiped out, 
perhaps by starvation. It was magnificent, and it was 
the first step of the real war which began at a quarter- 

past eleven on the nth November 1918. 

• ••••#» 

My duties as one of the British Imperial War 
Graves Commission took me for the next few years 
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over the devastated areas—from that obliteration of 
all things which had been the Ypres Salient to all but 
obliterated Rheims, of whose fifteen thousand houses 
thirty-five, I think, remained intact. 

At first the Commission’s great camions, equipped 
like ships, would push out into oceans of weeds to 
discover where lay the rough cemeteries of die early 
years. They would be guided sometimes by voices 
out of the earth or from beneath indistinguishable 
bivouacs, saying: ‘Monsieur, this was Flers,’ or what¬ 
ever might be the name of the wreckage that had once 
carried a name. 

And one met faces that seemed as though fire had 
passed over them—faces that hurried from one place 
to another asking for news of relatives—of women 
and children—who had utterly disappeared during 
the German ‘occupations.’ What would have been 
the effect on British mentality if even one hundred 
civilians had ‘disappeared’ after a raid on England? 
And what if all the country between Canterbury and 
Bournemouth had been passed through a sieve for 
four years? 

Then there came up out of that soil of France which 
had made them, old men and women, each with a 
long-handled spade, to refill the trenches, and the gun- 
pits. One was never out of sight of these labouring 
couples. At Rheims they impeded the Annamites and 
Senegalese who coiled away the endless barbed-wire. 
At Soissons and the border towns eastward, they 
assisted the removal of debris from the suburbs thus: 
‘But this is our land. Look! Here was our garden. 
Here was the well. Monsieur, tnon Capitaine, we tell 
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you that this is our land.’ And, all along the Somme, 
where troops gathered and exploded waste ammuni¬ 
tion in the bellowing pits and hollows, they laboured 
like their own lost oxen with almost as little head for 
other interests. Theirs seemed an impossible task, even 
in the second year when the earth began to be cicatrised 
with white sutures to prove that the gaping trenches 
were satiated. 

One followed these labours as the inadequate pass¬ 
enger seconds, with useless movements of shoulders 
and feet, the efforts of his chauffeur. It was like a relief 
after toothache when the first milliner’s shop, with 
new hats, reopened in a small town near Laventie, 
which for years had resembled a decayed jaw-bone 
packed with green teeth. 

The devastations were so scientific that one could 
convey no idea of them to visiting strangers. They 
would look at a smear of triturated brick-dust on an 
expanse of pitted mud and say: ‘But do you mean to 
tell me that there was ever anything there at all?’ I 
imagine that this was one of the reasons why an 
English expert, from whom we seem destined still to 
suffer, pronounced at the Paris Conference that the 
French had ‘effrontement exagere les revendications des 
regions divasties .’ 

In this wandering employ one came upon very 
many people seen unguarded in their heights and 
deeps, from every angle of despair, sleek profiteering, 
resolution, stunned agony, and almost insane cynicism. 
Often, too, in hideously ludicrous predicaments. 
There was a point near some brick-fields where our 
Armies had once touched and where the dead lay close. 
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A French officer—too young for that work—was 
dealing with the human debris. To him came an 
elderly widow (for the moment mad) in search of her 
husband’s body. It was there, she said. Her business 
was to find it. Tenderly and repeatedly, the young 
man explained that such matters were not to be 
looked upon, even could she indicate the very spot. 
She did not hear him. The trench must be searched 
from end to end. She would wait. At last, when th: 
horror of appeal and denunciation had passed all 
limit, a woman of the pet > pie led her away. The bo- - 
wiped his forehead and gasped—‘It is not fair. It i; 
not fair. But it is always happening!’ In othe 
places, the peasant women sold butter and eggs t< 
our searchers for the dead, and religiously cheater 
them at every small turn. Then they would givi 
up half a day in which they might have continuec 
their practices, to gather and walk five miles with 
flowers to lay on some grave of our people. 
Equally devout in both duties. After all, mankind 
is but made of earth and water; and our hearts, 
like muddy streams, cleanse themselves as they go 
forward. 

The two races had been utterly wearied of each 
other’s enforced society through four years. (Think 
how one sickens after four hours in an overcrowded 
railway compartment!) There were a thousand points 
of friction and disagreement. But I think that the 
detail of that chiffonnage along the empty fronts acted 
as an anodyne. And I know that when a French mining 
company re-installed its machinery on a site churned 
thirty feet deep by the gun-fire of years, they came 
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on what remained of two of our dead. They halted 
everything, and—the great girders for the engine- 
beds hanging in the cranes—sent word ten miles to 
notify our people to take delivery. 

In *20 and ’21 it seemed as though all the Moham¬ 
medan world was about to range itself against 
Western civilisation, and England in particular. At one 
point only the ring of menace was incomplete. France 
was not then passionately loyal to British interests in 
the East—so I asked questions. I was assured that there 
was nothing of importance stirring in any French 
Mohammedan zone. All sorts of native troops had, 
of course, been demobilised lately in North Africa. 
Doubtless some of them had gone home with a 
revolver or so in view of social engagements en route. 
And, perhaps, might have held up some tourists. But 
why not go and look—at the Department of Algiers, 
for instance? 

So I crossed to the Department of Algiers and found 
myself returned to a people almost identical in aspect, 
habit, and gesture with the Muslims among whom I 
had been brought up. But I understood not a word of 
their speech. It was like a dream in which one can 
only make signs to old friends. 

They were serenely occupied with their own affairs, 
into which, it appeared, the French entered as not 
too exacting comrades. Much of the administration 
seemed casual and desultory—yet reaching its end as a 
French infantry attack drifts to the objective. There 
was a sufficiency, too, of that officialdom and legality 
with which the national genius adorns the facades 
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of its administration; but one felt that it could be 
more easily outflanked here than in other lands. The 
mystery baffled me. Let us concede that Islam in Africa 
is more homogeneous, less disorientated by the 
proximity of caste, than Islam in Asia. Granted that 
there are no organised bodies of public opinion in 
France to advocate the claims of the ineffective in order 
to justify their own inefficiencies. Granted, though 
Colonial officials deny this, that Paris does not 
eternally and infernally interfere with the man on th : 
spot. Even so, how is the indescribable ease— detente, if 
that be the right word—of the administrative atmo • 
sphere reached and maintained? How is the parallelisn . 
of the two races achieved, so that one does not make 
nor the other demand, allowances? I fell back 01 
Gustave Le Bon’s formula delivered thirty-five year 
before: ‘C’est l’emprise morale.’ Those little copy-book:, 
of my Exposition had done their work. 

(I suppress here—though it was very beautiful—a 
denunciation of certain French writers who would 
represent their Colonial officers as mournfully de¬ 
voured, beneath tropical moons, by a passion for 
drugs and fat black females.) 

A Mayor of Algiers who held the city both in and 
by the hand told me a secret. ‘It is Paris,’ said he, ‘upon 
whom we depend in the last resort for some of our 
diplomacy. Our Algerian Deputies go there, of course, 
to take their seats in the Chambers. Many of our 
people know Paris, and more since this War. Good! 
If any important man out there’—he pointed largely 
towards the Niger—‘feels restless, or neglected, or 
thinks he would like to be a Prophet, he can always 
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visit Paris. It is only a few days away. Perhaps he is 
invited there to talk. So he goes. For the rest?—oh! 
Paris charges herself with that ! And he conies back 
more contented.’ 

I had never thought of so simple a device! Were I a 
potential Mahdi with a grievance, the spectacle of the 
Place de la Concorde flood-lit in a May night would 

exercise a certain influence on me also. 

• •••••• 

Beyond a tourist’s experience of Algiers and an 
interesting night in microscopical, but aggressively 
French, Chandemagore where defaulting debtors 
from Calcutta used to take refuge, I know nothing 
of French colonies. But one result of the labours 
there was delivered to me en bloc, at the French 
Colonial Exposition only three years ago, where the 
illuminated splendour and mystery of the Ang- 
Kor fagade imposed its significance upon the most 
hardened. 

For me, once again, the wheel of life came full 
circle. Vincennes had been no part of my Paris: but 
the packing-cases; the rosetted officials running every¬ 
where to overtake or countermand instructions; the 
furious erection of the stalls of the concessionaires 
(their sweetmeats were not so satisfying as in ’78); the 
smell of trampled turf, raw timber, and sweating 
workmen, filled me with the august pride of a pro¬ 
prietor. And when I was told of the annoying little 
contretemps and delays, ‘incidental to all expositions 
but which would not interest you, Monsieur,’ I kept 
my face and pretended complete detachment. 

Also, I was talking with ghosts—good and justified 
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shadows out of that past when a few bewildered 
Africans and some copy-books were all that France 
showed the world of her Colonies. And now, at every 
turn—easy, assured, and interested—I beheld her 
peoples of many races and lands. They were each 
integral and unquestioning parts of a system which 
had been worked out on the line laid down long ago. 
One heard the triumphant ghosts summarising ;t. 
Listen! ‘Ye-es. You might do worse than look at d e 
educational show-case. 1 he French have some sour d 
notions about their Colonies.’. . . ‘My dear confrere I 
tell you we must act so as to assimilate and to civili ;e 
those races according to the measure of their capacitit s. 
Not ours! Is it not so? Hr there—that boy of yours - 
may see it perhaps, but not we.’ 

As it is, I am well content with the multitude of 
beautiful things found by chance in small local 
museums, in neglected churches, in villages beneath 
unadvertised chateaux which do not as yet sell post¬ 
cards. There is richer treasure of this sort in France 
than with us—perhaps because their rulers in the past, 
when they felt religious or angry, merely slew men. 
Ours, more respectable, contented themselves with 
murdering the irreplaceable work of artists. I went, 
several times, in search of plunder of the eye, with a 
friend whose passion was thirteenth-century glass of 
a blue which is now restricted to the Angels. We dis¬ 
covered one very small, very accessible window in a 
decayed little church which we thought might be 
exchanged for something really modern and artistic 
from Limoges, or even Thiers. But it appears that 
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these trifles are known and recorded—probably by the 
Church: certainly by the Police. So all the glass I 
possess now is one of those rings which the poilus used 
to make out of material that fell into their hands at 
Rheims. 

And, because I said that the brick bulk of Albi 
Cathedral, seen against the moon, hit the soul like a 
hammer, my friend showed me vast cold Byzantine 
cathedrals where no one seemed to enter except, at 
its hour, which is worth waiting for, the single sun- 
shaft through the bull’s-eye that fumbles round the 
empty dome and withdraws. 

Once at Chartres, when the big organ was being 
repaired, we got leave to go out on the roof and look 
at the reverse of the windows. We found that every 
square millimetre of the glass had been microscopically 
etched by the years: inlaid here with fine fines of dirt 
blown up from the street; roughened in places to a 
tooth-lik'e rough drawing-paper or rubbed down to 
the silky softness of uncut diamond; studded with 
minute iridescent efflorescences and conchoidal pit- 
tings, and everywhere worked into a thousand varying 
planes to sift and glorify the light. So we saw that it 
is not Man that makes perfection, but the weather 
which his works must endure. Those were good 
journeys. 

Years later, I came across another side of in¬ 
exhaustible France. It was after the return of Alsace, 
when the Headquarters of the Administration (what 
in English we should call ‘Government House’) had 
been purged of Boche memories and refurnished in 
detail with tapestries, mirrors, carpets, porcelain, and 
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the rest. It was of the best; of one period; superbly 
and officially French, and impressing itself on humanity 
as though it had been in place since Attila. (Emprise 
morale again!) 

I asked a friend, an Alsatian General, whence the 
flood of material had come. ‘From Marianne,’ was the 
reply. ‘She has all sorts of things like these in her 
stocking—when she needs them. You have seen tl e 
£lysee?’ ‘One sees nothing at the £lysee,’ I retorted, 
‘except the backs of large Generals. Where has all tl is 
been stored? Who issues it? Above all, who h is 
arranged it here?’ ‘Not m y business,’ said the Generi 1. 
‘Ask Marianne.’ 

My relations with that lady had been straim d 
because I had ‘doubled’ on some temporary bridi ;e 
in the devastated area, and she, through her agents, 
had talked to me as though I would overthrow the 
Republic. But she is an unequalled housekeeper. 
Think what it must have been in the old days when 
Rome lavished the best she had on her first external 
possession—her beloved Provincia! 

‘En ce coing sont les Saxons, Estrelins, Ostrogotz 
et Alemans, peuples jadis invincibles maintenant aber- 
keist et subjuguez par ung petit homme estropie. Ils 
nous demandent vengeance, secours, restitution de 
leur premier bon sens et liberte anticque.’ —Rabelais, 
Liv. IV. 

Since the first need of the unrepentant sinner is to 
make ‘a face for himself,’ the first German manoeuvre 
for position in the real war was to uproot the idea of 
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Boche responsibility for the not-wholly-successful 
preliminary campaign. This they achieved in their 
own country by furious outcries and legislative enact¬ 
ments. It is, I believe, now a criminal offence for a 
Boche to breathe a doubt of his country’s innocence. 
(Read ‘La Guerre’ for ‘L’Amour m’a refait une 
virginite’, and it is Frau Marion Delorme who 
declaims now.) But their technique with the foreigner 
filled me with professional jealousy as a purveyor of 
fiction vasdy inferior. Many of our people conformed 
to this pressure, for England alone had lost more than 
eight hundred thousand dead of physique and convic¬ 
tion, and a large number of living who had been 
crippled or laid aside. Their places were taken in 
the public eye and ear by defeatists, intellectualists. 
Socialists, Communists, women enfranchised, and 
those whom four years of repressed and contagious 
fear had tried too severely. To these the thesis of the 
relativity of war-guilt offered a door for escape from 
themselves. If the War had been a cosmic dog-fight 
into which the nations had been drawn by cosmic 
hysteria, then all who had assisted to weaken, dis¬ 
tract, delay, and confuse their own country and 
to encourage the enemy were, indeed, the martyr- 
souls and prophets they had beheved themselves to 
be. They could sleep at last with approving con¬ 
sciences, and wake to demand for what the War 
had been fought. (It was, of course, that their 
species might survive to achieve office, honour, and 
influence.) 

A certain amount of the same gas was liberated on 
the French front, but the national response was more 
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feeble. The French were occupied with reconstruction, 
the gyrations of the franc, and, as in England, with 
strikes. Also they knew more than we did of the 
measures the Boche was taking to rehabilitate himself 
materially. He borrowed on all sides to recondition 
his untouched factories and his quite adequate railways. 
This interested the United States enormously. They 
are even more interested to-day, but not so polite. 
I am no financial expert, but a gentleman with a 
camion in charge of four enormous white sows wi h 
golden hair whom I overcook on the Digne-Grenot le 
road was good enough to explain the system. ‘Yes. I le 
will borrow from all who will lend, and they w 11 
all go the same way. There is a fellow in our villa ;e 
doing the same thing. Tliat is how he pays his deb s. 
It is high finance. What \ou and I call civil banditr .’ 
That perspicacious pig-bieeder spoke sitting between 
his four ladies, who looked like the fat goddesses tn 
Orphee aux Enfers. He was more accurate than any 
expert. 

There is a belief that the French are narrow and 
vindictive. It may be true, but the same man who 
would consider a wireless cabinet a wicked waste, 
tunes in to all European wave-lengths. England is like 
a ship moored off a mainland which we visit occasion¬ 
ally. We do not feel at Calais that the earth under 
foot vibrates sustainedly as far as Vladivostok, Dant- 
zig, and the far South. It is, I think, his continentality 
of experience and intuition that gives the Frenchman 
his unshaken poise irrespective of circumstances or 
office at the moment; his power of useful words, his 
cynicism, and, above all, the quality of his humour. 
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After the stabilisation of the franc 1 and the general 
reduction of personnel and salaries organised by 
Monsieur Poincar6, I wished to hear from him the 
human effect of the measure. ‘It has been as one would 
expect,’ said he. ‘All the Pr^fets of all the Departments 
are running about telling their subordinates that, if the 
affair had rested with them, they would have increased 
all salaries. Then they say, “But it is that Poincare! 
Do you know the old brute? No? Well, I do. He is 
impossible—him and his idea!” And after all that is 
what I have been put here for.’ 

And, apropos of our English system of business 
by cheque which makes our taxation so disgustingly 
effective, he furnished an illustration. ‘Do you know 
what a litre jar is? Yes, it holds a litre; but it can also 
hold ten thousand francs in small paper. You fill one 
with your economies. Then you bury it. Then you 
begin to fill another. That is all. In the villages now, 
men say of their richer neighbours, “He must be at 
least a two- or three-jar man.” No! It is not so easy 
to collect taxes when the money is there ¥ And the 
square thumb was turned towards the carpet. 

I love that imperturbable Lorrainer. 

Towards the end of his life, Clemenceau, who had 
honoured me with his friendship, permitted me to 
report myself to him when I came through Paris. On 
the last occasion he was completing, I believe, some 
personal records, and the twilight into which he 

1 Though I lost some money by it, and had been severely reprehended 
during the War for hinting that it was inevitable, I could not but admire 
the pudicity of France’s four-fifths repudiation. Do you remember the 
line in Monsieur , Madame , et Bikl , ‘Protect me, O Lord, but do not 
protect me too much’? 
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retired was alive and populous. He talked to himself 
as much as to me, ranging from Thiers and Gambetta 
and a picturesque duel of Rochefort’s, to the statesmen 
of the present. His trip to India had interested him 
greatly. He had caught malaria in Calcutta, and the 
doctors there administered medicines ‘out of botdes 
of the same pattern as my great-great-grandmother 
used. They said if I went North by train, I should d e. 
I said, “Then I will go North, and if necessary I vs ill 
die in your accursed trains.” But, you see, I lived. 

‘That was because of the medicine in the bottles. ’ I 
ventured. 

‘It was not. It was because I was so angry with 1 le 
bottles!’ He threw himself back and laughed. (I 
should not have dared to dose The Tiger when he v as 
enjoying a temperature.) 

That made me bold to ask, ‘And, now. Master, he w 
do you think of men as ) ou have dealt with them aid 
they with you in all these years?’ 

The answer came slowly. ‘Yes. I have known men? 
. . . Yes. I have known them. . . . They are not so 
bad. . . . After all these years? . . . They are not so 
bad after all.’ 

There was the English handshake and then the 
accolade, as it had been in the office of L’Hcmme 
Enchaine a thousand years ago. 

And these are some of the reasons why I love France. 


THE END 
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CHAPTER I 


A Very Young Person 
1865-1878 

Give me the first six years of a child’s life and you :an 
have the rest. 

L ooking back from this my seventieth yeai, it 
seems to me that every card in my working life 
Vhas been dealt me in such a manner that I had :>ut 
to play it as it came. Therefore, ascribing all good 1 or- 
tune to Allah the Dispenser of Events, I begin:— 

My first impression is of daybreak, light and col >ur 
and golden and purple fruits at the level of ny 
shoulder. This would be the memory of early morn¬ 
ing walks to the Bombay fruit-market with my ayah 
and later with my sister in her perambulator, and of 
our returns with our purchases piled high on the bows 
of it. Our ayah was a Portuguese Roman Catholic who 
would pray—I beside her—at a wayside Cross. Meeta, 
my Hindu bearer, would sometimes go into little 
Hindu temples where, being below the age of caste, 
I held his hand and looked at the dimly-seen, friendly 
Gods. 

Our evening walks were by the sea in the shadow 
of palm-groves which, I think, were called the Mahim 
Woods. When the wind blew the great nuts would 
tumble, and we fled—my ayah, and my sister in her 
perambulator—to the safety of the open. I have always 
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felt the menacing darkness of tropical eventides, as I 
have loved the voices of night-winds through palm or 
banana leaves, and the song of the tree-frogs. 

There were far-going Arab dhows on the pearly 
waters, and gaily dressed Parsees wading out to wor¬ 
ship the sunset. Of their creed I knew nothing, nor did 
I know that near our litde house on the Bombay 
Esplanade were the Towers of Silence, where their 
Dead are exposed to the waiting vultures on the rim 
of the towers, who scuffle and spread wings when 
they see the bearers of the Dead below. I did not 
understand my Mother’s distress when she found ‘a 
child’s hand’ in our garden, and said I was not to ask 
questions about it. I wanted to see that child’s hand. 
But my ayah told me. 

In the afternoon heats before we took our sleep, she 
or Meeta would tell us stories and Indian nursery songs 
all unforgotten, and we were sent into the dining¬ 
room after we had been dressed, with the caution 
‘Speak English now to Papa and Mamma.’ So one 
spoke ‘English,’ haltingly translated out of the ver¬ 
nacular idiom that one thought and dreamed in. The 
Mother sang wonderful songs at a black piano and 
would go out to Big Dinners. Once she came back, 
very quickly, and told me, still awake, that ‘the big 
Lord Sahib’ had been killed and there was to be no 
Big Dinner. This was Lord Mayo, assassinated by a 
native. Meeta explained afterwards that he had been 
‘hit with a knife.’ Meeta unconsciously saved me from 
any night terrors or dread of the dark. Our ayah, with 
a servant’s curious mixture of deep affection and 
shallow device, had told me that a stuffed leopard’s 
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head on the nursery wall was there to see that I went 
to sleep. But Meeta spoke of it scornfully as ‘the head 
of an animal,’ and I took it off my mind as a fetish, 
good or bad, for it was only some unspecified 
‘animal.’ 

Far across green spaces round the house was a mar¬ 
vellous place filled with smells of paints and oils, a id 
lumps of clay with which I played. That was the ai e- 
lier of my Father’s School of Art, and a Mr. ‘Tei ry 
Sahib’ his assistant, to whom my small sister v as 
devoted, was our great friend. Once, on the w ty 
there alone, I passed the edge of a huge ravine a foot 
deep, where a winged monster as big as mys :lf 
attacked me, and I fled and wept. My Father dr< w 
for me a picture of the tragedy with a rhyme 1 e- 
neath:— 

There was a small boy in Bombay 

Who once from a hen ran away. 

When they said: ‘You’re a baby,’ 

He replied: ‘Well, I may be: 

But I don’t like these hens of Bombay.’ 

This consoled me. I have thought well of hens ever 
since. 

Then those days of strong light and darkness passed, 
and there was a time in a ship with an immense semi¬ 
circle blocking all vision on each side of her. (She must 
have been the old paddle-wheel P. & O. Ripoti.) 
There was a train across a desert (the Suez Canal was 
not yet opened) and a halt in it, and a small girl 
wrapped in a shawl on the seat opposite me, whose 


57 



SOMETHING OP MYSELF 

face stands out still. There was next a dark land, and 
a darker room full of cold, in one wall of which a 
white woman made naked fire, and I cried aloud with 
dread, for I had never before seen a grate. 

Then came a new small house smelling of aridity 
and emptiness, and a parting in the dawn with Father 
and Mother, who said that I must learn quickly to 
read and write so that they might send me letters and 
books. 

I lived in that house for close on six years. It 
belonged to a woman who took in children whose 
parents were in India. She was married to an old 
Navy Captain, who had been a midshipman at Nava- 
rino, and had afterwards been entangled in a harpoon- 
line while whale-fishing, and dragged down till he 
miraculously freed himself. But the line had scarred 
his ankle for life—a dry, black scar, which I used to 
look at with horrified interest. 

The house itself stood in the extreme suburbs of 
Southsea, next to a Portsmouth unchanged in most 
particulars since Trafalgar—the Portsmouth of Sir 
Walter Besant’s By Celia s Arbour. The timber for a 
Navy that was only experimenting with ironclads 
such as the Inflexible lay in great booms in the Har¬ 
bour. The little training-brigs kept their walks oppo¬ 
site Southsea Casde, and Portsmouth Hard was as it 
had always been. Outside these things lay the desola¬ 
tion of Hayling Island, Lumps Fort, and the isolated 
hamlet of Milton. I would go for long walks with the 
Captain, and once he took me to see a ship called the 
Alert (or Discovery) returned from Arctic explorations, 
her decks filled with old sledges and lumber, and her 
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spare rudder being cut up for souvenirs. A sailor gave 
me a piece, but I lost it. Then the old Captain died, 
and I was sorry, for he was the only person in that 
house as far as I can remember who ever threw me a 
kind word. 

It was an establishment run with the full vigour of 
the Evangelical as revealed to the Woman. I h:,d 
never heard of Hell, so I was introduced to it in all; ts 
terrors—I and whatever luckless litde slavey might 1 >e 
in the house, whom severe rationing had led to stc al 
food. Once I saw the Woman beat such a girl wl o 
picked up the kitchen p >ker and threatened retali i- 
tion. Myself I was regularly beaten. The Woman h. d 
an only son of twelve or thirteen as religious as she I 
was a real joy to him, for when his mother had finish d 
with me for the day he (we slept in the same roor i) 
took me on and roasted the other side. 

If you cross-examine a child of seven or eight cn 
his day’s doings (specially when he wants to go to 
sleep) he will contradict himself very satisfactorily. 
If each contradiction be set down as a he and retailed 
at breakfast, life is not easy. I have known a certain 
amount of bullying, but this was calculated torture— 
religious as well as scientific. Yet it made me give 
attention to the lies I soon found it necessary to tell: 
and this, I presume, is the foundation of literary effort. 

But my ignorance was my salvation. I was made to 
read without explanation, under the usual fear of 
punishment. And on a day that I remember it came 
to me that ‘reading’ was not ‘the Cat lay on the Mat,’ 
but a means to everything that would make me happy. 
So I read all that came within my reach. As soon as 


59 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

my pleasure in this was known, deprivation from 
reading was added to my punishments. I then read 
by stealth and the more earnestly. 

There were not many books in that house, but 
Father and Mother as soon as they heard I could read 
sent me priceless volumes. One I have still, a bound 
copy of Aunt Judy's Magazine of the early ’seventies, 
tin which appeared Mrs. Ewing’s Six to Sixteen. I owe 
more in circuitous ways to that tale than I can tell. I 
/knew it, as I know it still, almost by heart. Here was a 
history of real people and real things. It was better 
than Knatchbull-Hugessen’s Tales at Tea-time, better 
even than The Old Shikarri with its steel engravings of 
charging pigs and angry tigers. On another plane was 
an old magazine with Scott’s ‘I climbed the dark brow 
of the mighty Helvellyn.’ I knew nothing of its mean¬ 
ing but the words moved and pleased. So did other 
extracts from the poems of ‘A. Tennyson.’ 

A visitor, too, gave me a little purple book of 
severely moral tendency called The Hope of the 
Katzekopfs —about a bad boy made virtuous, but it 
contained verses that began, ‘Farewell Rewards and 
Fairies,’ and ended with an injunction ‘To pray for 
the “noddle” of William Chume of Staffordshire.’ 
This bore fruit afterwards. 

And somehow or other I came across a tale about 
a lion-hunter in South Africa who fell among lions 
who were all Freemasons, and with them entered into 
a confederacy against some wicked baboons. I think 
that, too, lay dormant until the Jungle Books began to 
be bom. 

There comes to my mind here a memory of two 
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books of verse about child-life which I have tried in 
vain to identify. One—blue and fat—described ‘nine 
white wolves’ coming ‘over the wold’ and stirred me 
to the deeps; and also certain savages who ‘thought 
the name of England was something that could not 
bum.’ 

The other book—brown and fat—was full of lovely 
tales in strange metres. A girl was turned into a wate r- 
rat ‘as a matter of course’; an Urchin cured an old m in 
of gout by means of a cool cabbage-leaf, and somehc w 
‘forty wicked Goblins’ were mixed up in the pic t; 
and a ‘Darling’ got out on the house-leads with a 
broom and tried to sweep stars off the skies. It mi st 
have been an unusual book for that age, but I ha r e 
never been able to reco\ er it, any more than I ha re 
a song that a nursemaid sang at low-tide in the fa :e 
of the sunset on Littlehampton Sands when I -was 
less than six. But the impression of wonder, excite¬ 
ment and terror and the red bars of failing light is as 
clear as ever. 

Among the servants in the House of Desolation was 
one from Cumnor, which name I associated with 
sorrow and darkness and a raven that ‘flapped its 
wings.’ Years later I identified the lines: ‘And thrice 
the Raven flapped her wing Around the towers of 
Cumnor Hall.’ But how and where I first heard the 
lines that cast the shadow is beyond me—unless it be 
that the brain holds everything that passes within 
reach of the senses, and it is only ourselves who do 
not know this. 

When my Father sent me a Robinson Crusoe with 
steel engravings I set up in business alone as a trader 
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with savages (the wreck parts of the tale never much 
interested me), in a mildewy basement room where I 
stood my solitary confinements. My apparatus was a 
coconut shell strung on a red cord, a tin trunk, and a 
piece of packing-case which kept off any other world. 
Thus fenced about, everything inside the fence was 
quite real, but mixed with the smell of damp cup¬ 
boards. If the bit of board fell, I had to begin the 
magic all over again. I have learned since from chil¬ 
dren who play much alone that this rule of‘beginning 
again in a pretend game’ is not uncommon. The 
magic, you see, lies in the ring or fence that you take 
refuge in. 

Once I remember being taken to a town called 
Oxford and a street called Holywell, where I was 
shown an Ancient of Days who, I was told, was the 
Provost of Oriel; wherefore I never understood, but 
conceived him to be some sort of idol. And twice or 
thrice we went, all of us, to pay a day-long visit to an 
old gentleman in a house in the country near Havant. 
Here everything was wonderful and unlike my world, 
and he had an old lady sister who was kind, and I 
played in hot, sweet-smelling meadows and ate all 
sorts of things. 

After such a visit I was once put through the third 
degree by the Woman and her son, who asked me 
if I had told the old gentleman that I was much fonder 
of him than was the Woman’s son. It must have been 
the tail-end of some sordid intrigue or other—the old 
gentleman being of kin to that unhappy pair—but 
it was beyond my comprehension. My sole concern 
had been a friendly pony in the paddock. My dazed 
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attempts to clear myself were not accepted and, once 
again, the pleasure that I was seen to have taken was 
balanced by punishments and humiliation—above all 
humiliation. That alternation was quite regular. I can 
but admire the infernal laborious ingenuity of it all. 
Exempli gratia. Coming out of church once I smiled. 
The Devil-Boy demanded why. I said I didn’t know, 
which was child’s truth. He replied that I must kno w. 
People didn’t laugh for nothing. Heaven knows wl at 
explanation I put forward; but it was duly reported to 
the Woman as a ‘lie.’ Result, afternoon upstairs w th 
the Collect to learn. I learned most of the Colie :ts 
that way and a great deal of the Bible. The son af er 
three or four years went into a Bank and was gen r- 
ally too tired on his return to torture me, unless thir gs 
had gone wrong with him. I learned to know wl at 
was coming from his step into the house. 

But, for a month each year I possessed a paradise 
which I verily believe saved me. Each December I 
stayed with my Aunt Georgie, my mother’s sister, 
wife of Sir Edward Burne-Jones, at ‘The Grange,’ 
North End Road. At first I must have been escorted 
there, but later I went alone, and arriving at the house 
would reach up to the open-work iron bell-pull on 
the wonderful gate that let me into all felicity. When 
I had a house of my own, and ‘The Grange’ was 
emptied of meaning, I begged for and was given that 
bell-pull for my entrance, in the hope that other chil¬ 
dren might also feel happy when they rang it. 

At ‘The Grange’ I had love and affection as much as 
the greediest, and I was not very greedy, could desire. 
There were most wonderful smells of paints and 

63 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

turpentine whiffing down from the big studio on the 
first floor where my Uncle worked; there was the 
society of my two cousins, and a sloping mulberry 
tree which we used to climb for our plots and confer¬ 
ences. There was a rocking-horse in the nursery and a 
table that, tilted up on two chairs, made a toboggan- 
slide of the best. There were pictures finished or half 
finished of lovely colours; and in the rooms chairs 
and cupboards such as the world had not yet seen, 
for William Morris (our Deputy ‘Uncle Topsy’) was 
just beginning to fabricate these things. There was an 
incessant come and go of young people and grown¬ 
ups all willing to play with us—except an elderly 
person called ‘Browning,’ who took no proper 
interest in the skirmishes which happened to be 
raging on his entry. Best of all, immeasurably, was 
the beloved Aunt herself reading us The Pirate or 
The Arabian Nights of evenings, when one lay out 
on the big sofas sucking toffee, and calling our cousins 
‘Ho, Son,’ or ‘Daughter of my Uncle’ or ‘O True 
Believer.’ 

Often the Uncle, who had a ‘golden voice,’ would 
assist in our evening play, though mostly he worked 
at black and white in the middle of our riots. He was 
never idle. We made a draped chair in the hall serve 
for the seat of ‘Noma of the Fitful Head’ and ad¬ 
dressed her questions till the Uncle got inside the rugs 
and gave us answers which thrilled us with delightful 
shivers, in a voice deeper than all the boots in the 
world. And once he descended in broad daylight with 
a tube of ‘Mummy Brown’ in his hand, saying that 
he had discovered it was made of dead Pharaohs and 
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we must bury it accordingly. So we all went out and 
helped—according to the rites of Mizraim and Mem¬ 
phis, I hope—and—to this day I could drive a spade 
within a foot of where that tube lies. 

At bedtime one hastened along the passages, where 
unfinished cartoons lay against the walls. The Uncle 
often painted in their eyes first, leaving the rest in 
charcoal—a most effective presentation. Hence oir 
speed to our own top-landing, where we could han * 
over the stairs and listen to the loveliest sound in tl e 
world—deep-voiced men laughing together ov< r 
dinner. 

It was a jumble of delights and emotions culmina - 
ing in being allowed to blow the big organ in tl e 
studio for the beloved Aunt, while the Uncle workei, 
or ‘Uncle Topsy’ came in full of some business c f 
picture-frames or stained glass or general denuncia¬ 
tions. Then it was hard to keep the little lead weight 
on its string below the chalk-mark, and if the organ 
ran out in squeals the beloved Aunt would be sorry. 
Never, never angry! 

As a rule Morris took no notice of anything outside 
what was in his mind at the moment. But I remember 
one amazing exception. My cousin Margaret and I, 
then about eight, were in the nursery eating pork¬ 
dripping on brown bread, which is a dish for the 
Gods, when we heard ‘Uncle Topsy’ in the hall call¬ 
ing, as he usually did, for ‘Ned’ or ‘Georgie.’ The 
matter was outside our world. So we were the more 
impressed when, not finding the grown-ups, he came 
in and said he would tell us a story. We settled our¬ 
selves under the table which we used for a toboggan- 
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slide and he, gravely as ever, climbed on to our big 
rocking-horse. There, slowly surging back and forth 
while the poor beast creaked, he told us a tale full of 
fascinating horrors, about a man who was condemned 
to dream bad dreams. One of them took the shape of 
a cow’s tail waving from a heap of dried fish. He went 
away as abruptly as he had come. Long afterwards, 
when I was old enough to know a maker’s pains, it 
dawned on me that we must have heard the Saga of 
Burnt Njal, which was then interesting him. In default 
of grown-ups, and pressed by need to pass the story 
between his teeth and clarify it, he had used us. 

But on a certain day—one tried to fend off the 
thought of it—the delicious dream would end, and 
one would return to the House of Desolation, and for 
the next two or three mornings there cry on waking 
up. Hence more punishments and cross-examinations. 

Often and often afterwards, the beloved Aunt 
would ask me why I had never told any one how 
I was being treated. Children tell little more than 
animals, for what comes to them they accept as eter¬ 
nally established. Also, badly-treated children have a 
clear notion of what they are likely to get if they 
betray the secrets of a prison-house before they are 
clear of it. 

Injustice to the Woman I can say that I was ade¬ 
quately fed. (I remember a gift to her of some red 
‘fruit’ called ‘tomatoes’ which, after long considera¬ 
tion, she boiled with sugar; and they were very 
beastly. The tinned meat of those days was Australian 
beef with a crumbly fat, and string-boiled mutton, 
hard to get down.) Nor was my life an unsuitable 
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preparation for my future, in that it demanded con¬ 
stant wariness, the habit of observation, and attend¬ 
ance on moods and tempers; the noting of discrep¬ 
ancies between speech and action; a certain reserve 
of demeanour; and automatic suspicion of sudden 
favours. Brother Lippo Lippi, in his own harder case, 
as a boy discovered:— 

Why, soul and sense < >f him grow sharp alike. 

He learns the look of things, and none the less 
For admonition. 

So it was with me. 

My troubles settled themselves in a few years. M' 
eyes went wrong, and I (ould not well see to read 
For which reason I read the more and in bad lights 
My work at the terrible little day-school where I hat 
been sent suffered in consequence, and my monthl) 
reports showed it. The loss of ‘reading-time’ was the 
worst of my ‘home’ punishments for bad school- 
work. One report was so bad that I threw it away 
and said that I had never received it. But this is a hard 
world for the amateur liar. My web of deceit was 
swiftly exposed—the son spared time after banking- 
hours to help in the auto-da-fe—and I was well beaten 
and sent to school through the streets of Southsea with 
the placard ‘Liar’ between my shoulders. In the long 
run these things, and many more of the like, drained 
me of any capacity for real, personal hate for the rest 
of my days. So close must any life-filling passion lie 
to its opposite. ‘Who having known the Diamond will 
concern himself with glass?’ 
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Some sort of nervous breakdown followed, for I 
imagined I saw shadows and things that were not 
there, and they worried me more than the Woman. 
The beloved Aunt must have heard of it, and a man 
came down to see me as to my eyes and reported that 
I was half-blind. This, too, was supposed to be ‘show¬ 
ing-off/ and I was segregated from my sister—another 
punishment—as a sort of moral leper. Then—I do not 
remember that I had any warning—the Mother re¬ 
turned from India. She told me afterwards that when 
she first came up to my room to kiss me good-night, 
I flung up an arm to guard off the cuff that I had been 
trained to expect. 

I was taken at once from the House of Desolation, 
and for months ran wild in a little farm-house on the 
edge of Epping Forest, where I was not encouraged to 
refer to my guilty past. Except for my spectacles, 
which were uncommon in those days, I was com¬ 
pletely happy with my Mother and the local society, 
which included for me a gipsy of the name of Saville, 
who told me tales of selling horses to the ignorant; 
the farmer’s wife; her niece Patty who turned a kind 
blind eye on our raids into the dairy; the postman; and 
the farm-boys. The farmer did not approve of my teach¬ 
ing one of his cows to stand and be milked in the field. 
My Mother drew the line at my return to meals red- 
booted from assisting at the slaughter of swine, or 
reeking after the exploration of attractive muck- 
heaps. These were the only restrictions I recall. 

A cousin, afterwards to be a Prime Minister, would 
come down on visits. The farmer said that we did 
each other ‘no good.’ Yet the worst I can remember 


68 



A VERY YOUNG PERSON 

was our self-sacrificing war against a wasps’ nest on a 
muddy islet in a most muddy pond. Our only weapons 
were switches of broom, but we defeated the enemy 
unscathed. The trouble at home centred round an 
enormous currant roly-poly—a ‘spotted dog’ a foot 
long. We took it away to sustain us in action and w: 
heard a great deal about it from Patty in the evening. 

Then we went to London and stayed for some week 5 
in a tiny lodging-house in the semi-rural Brompto: i 
Road, kept by an ivory-faced, lordly-whiskered ex - 
butler and his patient wife. Here, for the first time, ;t 
happened that the night got into my head. I rose u * 
and wandered about that still house till daybreak, 
when I slipped out into the little brick-walled gardei 
and saw the dawn break. All would have been wel 
but for Pluto, a pet toad brought back from Epping 
Forest, who lived mostly in one of my pockets. It: 
struck me that he might be thirsty, and I stole into 
my Mother’s room and would have given him drink 
from a water-jug. But it slipped and broke and very 
much was said. The ex-butler could not understand 
why I had stayed awake all night. I did not know then 
that such night-wakings would be laid upon me 
through my life; or that my fortunate hour would be 
on the turn of sunrise, with a sou’-west breeze afoot. 

The sorely tried Mother got my sister and me 
season-tickets for the old South Kensington Museum 
which was only across the road. (No need in those 
days to caution us against the traffic.) Very shordy we 
two, on account of our regular attendance (for the 
weather had turned wet), owned that place and one 
policeman in special. When we came with any grown- 
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ups he saluted us magnificently. From the big Buddha 
with the little door in his back, to the towering dull- 
gilt ancient coaches and carven chariots in long dark 
corridors—even the places marked ‘private’ where 
fresh treasures were always being unpacked—we 
roved at will, and divided the treasures child-fashion. 
There were instruments of music inlaid with lapis, 
beryl and ivories; glorious gold-fretted spinets and 
clavichords; the bowels of the great Glastonbury 
clock; mechanical models; steel- and silver-butted 
pistols, daggers and arquebusses—the labels alone were 
an education; a collection of precious stones and rings 
—we quarrelled over those—and a big bluish book 
which was the manuscript of one of Dickens’ novels. 
That man seemed to me to have written very care¬ 
lessly; leaving out lots which he had to squeeze in 
between the lines afterwards. 

These experiences were a soaking in colour and 
design with, above all, the proper Museum smell; 
and it stayed with me. By the end of that long 
holiday I understood that my Mother had written 
verses, that my Father ‘wrote things’ also; that books 
and pictures were among the most important affairs 
in the world; that I could read as much as I chose 
and ask the meaning of things from any one I met. I 
had found out, too, that one could take pen and set 
down what one thought, and that nobody accused 
one of‘showing off’ by so doing. I read a good deal: 
Sidonia the Sorceress; Emerson’s poems; and Bret 
Harte’s stories; and I learned all sorts of verses for the 
pleasure of repeating them to myself in bed. 
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The School before its Time 
1878-1882 

T hen came schooi at the far end of Englard. 
The Head of it was a lean, slow-spoken, beard* d, 
Arab-complexioned naan whom till then I had 
known as one of my Deputy-Uncles at ‘The Grange’ 
—Cormell Price, otherwise ‘Uncle Crom.’ My 
Mother, on her return to India, confided my sis er 
and me to the care of three dear ladies who lived iff 
the far end of Kensingt. >n High Street over agaii 1 st 
Addison Road, in a house filled with books, peace, 
kindliness, patience, and what to-day would be calbd 
‘culture.’ But it was natural atmosphere. 

One of the ladies wrote novels on her knee, by the 
fireside, sitting just outside the edge of conversation, 
beneath two clay pipes tied with black ribbon, which 
once Carlyle had smoked. All the people one was 
taken to see either wrote or painted pictures or, as in 
the case of a Mr. and Miss de Morgan, ornamented 
tiles. They let me play with their queer, sticky paints. 
Somewhere in the background were people called 
Jean Ingelow and Christina Rossetti, but I was never 
lucky enough to see those good spirits. And there was 
choice in the walls of bookshelves of anything one 
liked from Firmilian to The Moonstone and The Woman 
in White and, somehow, all Wellington’s Indian Des¬ 
patches, which fascinated me. 
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These treasures were realised by me in the course 
of the next few years. Meantime (Spring of’78), after 
my experience at Southsea, the prospect of school did 
not attract. The United Services College was in the 
nature of a company promoted by poor officers and 
the like for the cheap education of their sons, and set 
up at Westward Ho! near Bideford. It was largely a 
caste-school—some seventy-five per cent of us had 
been born outside England and hoped to follow their 
fathers in the Army. It was but four or five years old 
when I joined, and had been made up under Cormell 
Price’s hand by drafts from Haileybury, whose pattern 
it followed, and, I think, a percentage of ‘hard cases’ 
from other schools. Even by the standards of those 
days, it was primitive in its appointments, and our 
food would now raise a mutiny in Dartmoor. I re¬ 
member no time, after home tips had been spent, 
when we would not eat dry bread if we could steal 
it from the trays in the basement before tea. Yet the 
sick-house was permanently empty except for lawful 
accidents; I remember not one death of a boy; and 
only one epidemic—of chicken-pox. Then the Head 
called us together and condoled with us in such 
fashion that we expected immediate break-up and 
began to cheer. But he said diat, perhaps, the best 
thing would be to take no notice of the incident, and 
that he would ‘work us lightly’ for the rest of the 
term. He did and it checked the epidemic. 

Naturally, Westward Ho! was brutal enough, but, 
setting aside the foul speech that a boy ought to learn 
early and put behind him by his seventeenth year, it 
was clean with a cleanliness that I have never heard 
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of in any other school. I remember no cases of even 
suspected perversion, and am inclined to the theory 
that if masters did not suspect diem, and show that 
they suspected, there would not be quite so many 
elsewhere. Talking things over with Cormell Price 
afterwards, he confessed that his one prophylactic 
against certain unclean microbes was to ‘send us to 
bed dead tired.’ Hence the wideness of our bounds, 
and his deaf ear towards our incessant riots and wars 
between the Houses. 

At the end of my first term, which was horrible, 
my parents could not reach England for the Eastei 
holidays, and I had to stay up with a few big boys 
reading for Army Exams, and a batch of youngsters 
whose people were very far away. I expected th( 
worst, but when we survivors were left in the echo¬ 
ing form-rooms after the others had driven cheering 
to the station, life suddenly became a new tiling 
(thanks to Cormell Price). The big remote seniors 
turned into tolerant elder brothers, and let us small 
fry rove far out of bounds; shared their delicacies with 
us at tea; and even took an interest in our hobbies. 
We had no special work to do and enjoyed ourselves 
hugely. On the return of the school ‘all smiles stopped 
together,’ which was right and proper. For compen¬ 
sation I was given a holiday when my Father came 
home, and with him went to the Paris Exhibition of 
’78, where he was in charge of Indian Exhibits. He 
allowed me, at twelve years old, the full freedom of 
that spacious and friendly city, and the run of the 
Exhibition grounds and buildings. It was an education 
in itself; and set my life-long love for France. Also, he 
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saw to it that I should learn to read French at least for 
my own amusement, and gave me Jules Verne to 
begin with. French as an accomplishment was not 
well-seen at English schools in my time, and know¬ 
ledge of it connoted leanings towards immorality. 
For myself:— 

I hold it truth with him who sung 
Unpublished melodies, 

Who wakes in Paris, being young, 

O’ summer, wakes in Paradise. 

For those who may be still interested in such matters, 
I wrote of this part of my life in some Souvenirs of 
France, which are very close to the facts of that time. 

My first year and a half was not pleasant. The 
most persistent bullying comes less from the bigger 
boys, who merely kick and pass on, than from young 
devils of fourteen acting in concert against one butt. 
Luckily for me I was physically some years in advance 
of my age, and swimming in the big open sea baths, 
or off the Pebble Ridge, was the one accomplishment 
that brought me any credit. I played footer (Rugby 
Union), but here again my sight hampered me. I was 
not even in the Second Fifteen. 

After my strength came suddenly to me about my 
fourteenth year, there was no more bullying; and 
either my natural sloth or past experience did not 
tempt me to bully in my turn. I had by then found 
me two friends with whom, by a carefully arranged 
system of mutual aids, I went up the school on co¬ 
operative principles. 
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How we—the originals of Stalky, M‘Turk, and 
Beetle—first came together I do not remember, but 
our Triple Alliance was well established before we 
were thirteen. We had been oppressed by a large 
toughish boy who raided our poor little lockers. We 
took him on in a long, mixed rough-and-tumble, 
just this side of the real thing. At the end we were all - 
out (we worked by pressure and clinging, much ; s 
bees ‘ball’ a Queen) and be never troubled us again. 

Turkey possessed an invincible detachment—fs r 
beyond mere insolence—towards all the world: an 1 
a tongue, when he used it, dipped in some Irish-bh e 
acid. Moreover, he spoke, sincerely, of the maste s 
as ‘ushers,’ which was not without charm. His gencr 1 
attitude was that of Ireland in English affairs at th; t 
time. 

For executive capacity, the organisation of raid;, 
reprisals, and retreats, we depended on Stalky, our 
Commander-in-Chief and Chief of his own Staff He 
came of a household with a stem head, and, I fancy, 
had training in the holidays. Turkey never told us 
much about his belongings. He turned up, usually a 
day or two late, by the Irish packet, aloof, inscrutable, 
and contradictious. On him lay the burden of decor¬ 
ating our study, for he served a strange God called 
Ruskin. We fought among ourselves ‘regular an’ 
faithful as man an’ wife,’ but any debt which we owed 
elsewhere was faithfully paid by all three of us. 

Our ‘socialisation of educational opportunities’ took 
us unscathed up the school, till the original of Little 
Hartopp, asking one question too many, disclosed that 
I did not know what a cosine was and compared me 
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to ‘brute beasts.’ I taught Turkey all he ever knew of 
French, and he tried to make Stalky and me compre¬ 
hend a little Latin. There is much to be said for this 
system, if you want a boy to learn anything, because 
he will remember what he gets from an equal where 
his master’s words are forgotten. Similarly, when it 
was necessary to Stalky that I should get into the 
Choir, he taught me how to quaver ‘I know a maiden 
fair to see’ by punching me in the kidneys all up and 
down the cricket-field. (But some small trouble over 
a solitaire marble pushed from beneath the hem of a 
robe down the choir-steps into the tiled aisle ended 
that venture.) 

I think it was his infernal impersonality that swayed 
us all in our wars and peace. He saw not only us but 
himself from the outside, and in later life, as we met 
in India and elsewhere, the gift persisted. At long last, 
when with an equipment of doubtful Ford cars and a 
collection of most-mixed troops, he put up a monu¬ 
mental bluff against the Bolsheviks somewhere in 
Armenia (it is written in his Adventures of Dunster- 
force) and was as nearly as possible destroyed, he wrote 
to the authorities responsible. I asked him what 
happened. ‘They told me they had no more use for 
my services,’ said he. Naturally I condoled. ‘Wrong 
as usual,’ said the ex-Head of Number Five study. 
‘If any officer under me had written what I did to the 
War Office, I’d have had him broke in two twos.’ 
That fairly sums up the man—and the boy who com¬ 
manded us. I think I was a buffer state between his 
drivings and his tongue-lashings and his campaigns 
in which we were powers; and the acrid, devastating 
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Turkey who, as I have written, ‘lived and loved to 
destroy illusions’ yet reached always after beauty. 
They took up room on tables that I wanted for 
writing; they broke into my reveries; they mocked 
my Gods; they stole, pawned, or sold my outlying 
or neglected possessions; and—I could not have gone 
on a week without them nor they without me. 

But my revenge was ample. I have said I was physic • 
ally precocious. In my last term I had been thrustinj; 

an unlovely chin at C-in form. At last he blev r 

up, protested he could no longer abide the sight, an l 
ordered me to shave. I carried this word to my House - 
master. He, who had long looked on me as a culti - 
vated sink of iniquities, brooded over this confirms - 
tion of his suspicions, and gave me a written order o t 
a Bideford barber for a ra; or, etc. I kindly invited m r 
friends to come and help, and lamented for three miles 
the burden of compulsory shaving. There were no 
ripostes. There was no ribaldry. But why Stalky and 
Turkey did not cut their throats experimenting with 
the apparatus I do not understand. 

We will now return to the savage life in which all 
these prodigious events ‘transpired.’ 

We smoked, of course, but the penalties of dis¬ 
covery were heavy because the Prefects, who were all 
of the ‘Army Class’ up for the Sandhurst or Woolwich 
Preliminary, were allowed under restrictions to smoke 
pipes. If any of the rank and file were caught smoking, 
they came up before the Prefects, not on moral 
grounds, but for usurping the privileges of the Ruling 
Caste. The classic phrase was: ‘You esteem yourself 
to be a Prefect, do you? All right. Come to my study 
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at six, please.’ This seemed to work better than 
religious lectures and even expulsions which some 
establishments used to deal out for this dread sin. 

Oddly enough ‘fagging’ did not exist, though the 
name ‘fag’ was regularly used as a term of contempt 
and sign of subordination against the Lower School. 
If one needed a ‘varlet’ to clean things in a study or 
run errands, that was a matter for private bargaining 
in our only currency—food. Sometimes such service 
gave protection, in the sense that it was distinct cheek 
to oppress an accredited ‘varlet.’ I never served thus, 
owing to my untidiness; but our study entertained 
one sporadically, and to him we three expounded all 
housewifely duties. But, as a rule, Turkey would tidy 
up like the old maid to whom we always compared 
him. 

Games were compulsory unless written excuse were 
furnished by competent authority. The penalty for 
wilful shirking was three cuts with a ground-ash from 
the Prefect of Games. One of the most difficult things 
to explain to some people is that a boy of seventeen 
or eighteen can thus beat a boy barely a year his junior, 
and on the heels of the punishment go for a walk with 
him; neither party bearing malice or pride. 

So too in the War of ’14 to ’18 young gentlemen 
found it hard to understand that the Adjutant who 
poured vitriol on their heads at Parade, but was polite 
and friendly at Mess, was not sucking up to them to 
make amends for previous rudeness. 

Except in the case of two House-masters I do not 
recall being lectured or preached at on morals or 
virtue. It is not always expedient to excite a growing 
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youth’s religious emotions, because one set of nerves 
seems to communicate with others, and Heaven knows 
what mines a ‘pi-jaw’ may touch off. But there were 
no doors to our bare windy dormitories, nor any sort 
of lock on the form-rooms. Our masters, with one 
exception who lived outside, were unmarried. The 
school buildings, originally cheap lodging-houses, 
made one straight bar against a hillside, and the boy* 
circulated up and down in front of it. A penal bat¬ 
talion could not have been more perfectly policed 
though that we did not realise. Mercifully we knev 
little outside the immediate burden of the day and th< 
necessity for getting into the Army. I think, then 
that when we worked we worked harder than mos 
schools. 

My House-master was deeply conscientious anc 
cumbered about with m.my cares for his charges 
What he accomplished thereby I know not. His 
errors sprang from pure and excessive goodness. Me 
and my companions he always darkly and deeply 
suspected. Realising this, we little beasts made him 
sweat, which he did on slight provocation. 

My main interest as I grew older was C-, my 

English and Classics Master, a rowing-man of splendid 
physique, and a scholar who lived in secret hope of 
translating Theocritus worthily. He had a violent 
temper, no disadvantage in handling boys used to 
direct speech, and a gift of schoolmaster’s ‘sarcasm’ 
which must have been a relief to him and was cer¬ 
tainly a treasure-trove to me. Also he was a good and 
House-proud House-master. Under him I came to 
feel that words could be used as weapons, for he did 
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me the honour to talk at me plentifully; and our 
year-in year-out form-room bickerings gave us both 
something to play with. One learns more from a good 
scholar in a rage than from a score of lucid and 
laborious drudges; and to be made the butt of one’s 
companions in full form is no bad preparation for 
later experiences. I think this ‘approach’ is now dis¬ 
couraged for fear of hurting the soul of youth, but in 
essence it is no more than rattling tins or firing squibs 
under a colt’s nose. I remember nothing save satis¬ 
faction or envy when C-broke his precious oint¬ 

ments over my head. 

I tried to give a pale rendering of his style when 
heated in a ‘Stalky’ tale, ‘Regulus,’ but I wish I could 
have presented him as he blazed forth once on the 
great Cleopatra Ode—the 27th of the Third Book. I 
had detonated him by a very vile construe of the first 
few lines. Having slain me, he charged over my 
corpse and delivered an interpretation of the rest of 
the Ode unequalled for power and insight. He held 
even the Army Class breathless. 

There must be still masters of the same sincerity; 
and gramophone records of such good men, on the 
brink of profanity, struggling with a Latin form, 
would be more helpful to education dian bushels of 

printed books. C-taught me to loathe Horace for 

two years; to forget him for twenty, and then to love 
him for the rest of my days and through many sleep¬ 
less nights. 

After my second year at school, the tide of writing 
set in. In my holidays the three ladies listened—it was 
all I wanted—to anything I had to say. I drew on their 
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books, from The City of Dreadful Night which shook 
me to my unformed core, Mrs. Gatty’s Parables from 
Nature which I imitated and thought I was original, 
and scores of others. There were few atrocities of 
form or metre that I did not perpetrate and I enjoyed 
them all. 

I discovered, also, that personal and well-pointec 
limericks on my companions worked well, and I anc 
a red-nosed boy of uncertain temper exploited th< 
idea—not without dust and heat; next, that the mem 
of Hiawatha saved one all bother about rhyme: anc 
that there had been a man called Dante who, living 
in a small Italian town at general issue with his neigh 
hours, had invented for m. >st of them lively torment: 
in a nine-ringed Hell, where he exhibited them tc 

after-ages. C-said, ‘He must have made himself 

infernally unpopular.’ I combined my authorities. 

I bought a fat, American-cloth-bound note-book, 
and set to work on an Inferno, into which I put, under 
appropriate torture, all my friends and most of the 
masters. This was really remunerative because one 
could chant his future doom to a victim walking 
below the windows of the study which I with my 
two companions now possessed. Then, ‘as rare things 
will,’ my book vanished, and I lost interest in the 
Hiawatha metre. 

Tennyson and Aurora Leigh came in the way of 

nature to me in the holidays, and C-in form once 

literally threw Men and Women at my head. Here I 
found ‘The Bishop orders his Tomb,’ ‘Love among 
the Ruins,’ and ‘Fra Lippo Lippi,’ a not too remote—I 
dare to think—ancestor of mine. 
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Swinburne’s poems I must have come across first at 
the Aunt’s. He did not strike my very young mind 
as ‘anything in particular’ till I read Atalanta in Caly- 
don, and one verse of verses which exactly set the time 
for my side-stroke when I bathed in the big rollers 
off the Ridge. As thus:— 

Who shall seek thee and bring 
And restore thee thy day [Half roll] 

When the dove dipt her wing 
And the oars won their way [Other half roll ] 

Where the narrowing Symplegades whitened the 
Straits of Propontis with spray? [Carry on with 
the impetus ] 

If you can time the last line of it to end with a long 
roller crashing on your head, the cadence is complete. 
I even forgave Bret Harte, to whom I owed many 
things, for taking that metre in vain in his ‘Heathen 

Chinee.’ But I never forgave C-for bringing the 

fact to my notice. 

Not till years later—talking things over with my 
‘Uncle Crom’—did I realise that injustices of this sort 
were not without intention. ‘You needed a tight hand 

in those days,’ he drawled. ‘C-gave it to you.’ 

‘He did,’ said I, ‘and so did H-,’ the married master 

whom the school thoroughly feared. 

‘I remember that’ Crom answered. ‘Yes, that was 
me too.’ This had been an affair of an Essay—‘A Day 

in the Holidays,’ or something of that nature. C- 

had set it, but the papers were to be marked by H-. 

My essay was of variegated but constant vileness, 
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modelled, I fancy, on holiday readings of a journal 
called The Pink ’Un . Even I had never done anything 

worse. Normally H-’s markings would have been 

sent in to C-without comment. On this occasion, 

however (I was in Latin form at the time), H- 

entered and asked for the floor. C- yielded it 

to him with a grin. H-then told me off befor; 

my delighted companions in his best style, whic i 
was acid and contumelious. He wound up by a few 
general remarks about dying as a ‘scurrilous joui - 

nalist.’ (I think now that H-too may have rea 1 

The Pink ’Un.) The tone, matter, and setting of h s 
discourse were as brutal as they were meant to be- - 
brutal as the necessary wrench on the curb that fetcht 5 

up a too-flippant colt. C- added a rider or tw > 

after H-had left. 

(But it pleased Allah to afflict H-in after years. 

I met him in charge of a ‘mixed’ College in New 
Zealand, where he taught a class of young ladies 
Latinity. ‘And when they make false quantities, like 
you used to, they make—eyes at me!’ I thought of my 
chill mornings at Greek Testament under his ready 
hand, and pitied him from the bottom of my soul.) 

Yes—I must have been ‘nursed’ with care by Crom 
and under his orders. Hence, when he saw I was irre¬ 
trievably committed to the ink-pot, his order that I 
should edit the School Paper and have the run of his 

Library Study. Hence, I presume, C-’s similar 

permission, granted and withdrawn as the fortunes 
of our private war varied. Hence the Head’s idea that 
I should learn Russian with him (I got as far as some 
of the cardinal numbers) and, later, precis-writing. 
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This latter meant severe compression of dry-as-dust 
material, no essential fact to be omitted. The whole 
was sweetened with reminiscences of the men of 
Crom’s youth, and throughout the low, soft drawl 
and the smoke of his perpetual Vevey he shed light 
on the handling of words. Heaven forgive me! I 
thought these privileges were due to my transcendent 
personal merits. 

Many of us loved the Head for what he had done 
for us, but I owed him more than all of them put to¬ 
gether; and I think I loved him even more than they 
did. There came a day when he told me that a fort¬ 
night after the close of the summer holidays of ’82, I 
would go to India to work on a paper in Lahore, 
where my parents lived, and would get one hundred 
silver rupees a month! At term-end he most unjustly 
devised a prize poem—subject ‘The Battle of Assaye,’ 
which, there being no competitor, I won in what I 
conceived was the metre of my latest ‘infection’— 
Joaquin Miller. And when I took the prize-book, 
Trevelyan’s Competition Wallah, Crom Price said that 
if I went on I might be heard of again. 

I spent my last few days before sailing with the be¬ 
loved Aunt in the little cottage that the Burne-Jones’ 
had bought for a holiday house at Rottingdean. 
There I looked across the village green and the horse- 
pond at a house called ‘The Elms’ behind a flint wall, 
and at a church opposite; and—had I known it—at 
‘The bodies of those to be In the Houses of Death and 
of Birth.’ 
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Seven Years’ Hard 

I am poor Brother Lippo by your leave. 

You need not clap your torches to my face. 

Fra Lippo Lipp i. 

S o, AT sixteen years and nine months, but look¬ 
ing four or five years older, and adorned with re il 
whiskers which the scandalised Mother abolish* d 
within one hour of beholding, I found myself it 
Bombay where I was bom, moving among sights 
and smells that made me deliver in the vemacultr 
sentences whose meaning I knew not. Other India] i- 
born boys have told me how the same thing happened 
to them. 

There were yet three or four days’ rail to Lahore, 
where my people lived. After these, my English years 
fell away, nor ever, I think, came back in full strength. 

That was a joyous home-coming. For—consider!—I 
had returned to a Father and Mother of whom I had 
seen but little since my sixth year. I might have found 
my Mother ‘the sort of woman I don’t care for,’ as in 
one terrible case that I know; and my Father intoler¬ 
able. But the Mother proved more delightful than all 
my imaginings or memories. My Father was not only 
a mine of knowledge and help, but a humorous, 
tolerant, and expert fellow-craftsman. I had my own 
room in the house; my servant, handed over to me 
by my Father’s servant, whose son he was, with the 
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solemnity of a marriage-contract; my own horse, 
cart, and groom; my own office-hours and direct 
responsibilities; and—oh, joy!—my own office-box, 
just like my Father’s, which he took daily to the 
Lahore Museum and School of Art. I do not remem¬ 
ber the smallest friction in any detail of our lives. We 
delighted more in each other’s society than in that of 
strangers; and when my sister came out, a little later, 
our cup was filled to the brim. Not only were we 
happy, but we knew it. 

But the work was heavy. I represented fifty per cent 
of the ‘editorial staff’ of the one daily paper of the 
Punjab—a small sister of the great Pioneer at Allahabad 
under the same proprietorship. And a daily paper 
comes out every day even though fifty per cent of 
the staff have fever. 

My Chief took me in hand, and for three years or 
so I loathed him. He had to break me in, and I knew 
nothing. What he suffered on my account I cannot 
tell; but the little that I ever acquired of accuracy, 
the habit of trying at least to verify references, and 
some knack of sticking to desk-work, I owed wholly 
to Stephen Wheeler. 

I never worked less than ten hours and seldom more 
than fifteen per diem; and as our paper came out in 
the evening did not see the midday sun except on 
Sundays. I had fever too, regular and persistent, to 
which I added for a while chronic dysentery. Yet I 
discovered that a man can work with a temperature 
of 104, even though next day he has to ask the office 
who wrote the article. Our native Foreman, on the 
News side, Mian Rukn Din, a Mohammedan gentlc- 
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man of kind heart and infinite patience, whom I never 
saw unequal to a situation, was my loyal friend 
throughout. From the modem point of view I suppose 
the life was not fit for a dog, but my world was filled 
with boys, but a few years older than I, who lived 
utterly alone, and died from typhoid mostly at rhe 
regulation age of twenty-two. As regarding oursel 'es 
at home, if there were any dying to be done, we f< ur 
were together. The rest was in the day’s work, w ith 
love to sweeten all things. 

Books, plays, pictures, and amusements, outs de 
what games the cold weather allowed, there wire 
none. Transport was limited to horses and such r al¬ 
ways as existed. This meant that one’s normal rac ius 
of travel would be about six miles in any directi >n, 
and—one did not meet new white faces at every six 
miles. Death was always our near companion. When 
there was an outbreak of eleven cases of typhoid in 
our white community of seventy, and professional 
nurses had not been invented, the men sat up with the 
men and the women with the women. We lost four 
of our invalids and thought we had done well. Other¬ 
wise, men and women dropped where they stood. 
Hence our custom of looking up any one who did 
not appear at our daily gatherings. 

The dead of all times were about us—in the vast 
forgotten Muslim cemeteries round the Station, where 
one’s horse’s hoof of a morning might break through 
to the corpse below; skulls and bones tumbled out of 
our mud garden walls, and were turned up among the 
flowers by the Rains; and at every point were tombs 
of the dead. Our chief picnic rendezvous and some of 
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our public offices had been memorials to desired dead 
women; and Fort Lahore, where Runjit Singh’s wives 
lay, was a mausoleum of ghosts. 

This was the setting in which my world revolved. 
Its centre for me—a member at seventeen—was the 
Punjab Club, where bachelors, for the most part, 
gathered to eat meals of no merit among men whose 
merits they knew well. My Chief was married and 
came there seldom, so it was mine to be told every 
evening of the faults of that day’s issue in very simple 
language. Our native compositors ‘followed copy’ 
without knowing one word of English. Hence 
glorious and sometimes obscene misprints. Our proof¬ 
readers (sometimes we had a brace of them) drank, 
which was expected; but systematic and prolonged 
D.T. on their part gave me more than my share of 
their work. And in that Club and elsewhere I met 
none except picked men at their definite work— 
Civilians, Army, Education, Canals, Forestry, Engin¬ 
eering, Irrigation, Railways, Doctors, and Lawyers— 
samples of each branch and each talking his own shop. 
It follows then that that ‘show of technical know¬ 
ledge’ for which I was blamed later came to me from 
the horse’s mouth, even to boredom. 

So soon as my paper could trust me a little, and I 
had behaved well at routine work, I was sent out, 
first for local reportings; then to race-meetings which 
included curious nights in the lottery-tent. (I saw one 
go up in flame once, when a heated owner hove an 
oil-lamp at the handicapper on the night the owner 
was coming up for election at the Club. That was the 
first and last time I had seen every available black ball 
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expended and members begging for more.) Later I 
described openings of big bridges and such-like, 
which meant a night or two with the engineers; 
floods on railways—more nights in the wet with 
wretched heads of repair gangs; village festivals and 
consequent outbreaks of cholera or smallpox; corr- 
munal riots under the shadow of the Mosque of Waz r 
Khan, where the patient waiting troops lay in timbei - 
yards or side-alleys till the order came to go in an 1 
hit the crowds on the feet with the gun-butt (killin 5 
in Civil Administration w as then reckoned confessio \ 
of failure), and the growling, flaring, creed-drunk cit y 
would be brought to hand without effusion of blooi!, 
or the appearance of an\ agitated Viceroy; visits < f 
Viceroys to neighbouring Princes on the edge of tl e 
great Indian Desert, where a man might have to was [1 
his raw hands and face in soda-water; reviews of 
Armies expecting to move against Russia next week; 
receptions of an Afghan Potentate, with whom the 
Indian Government wished to stand well (this in¬ 
cluded a walk into the Khyber, where I was shot at, 
but without malice, by a rapparee who disapproved 
of his ruler’s foreign policy); murder and divorce 
trials, and (a really fdthy job) an inquiry into the per¬ 
centage of lepers among the butchers who supplied 
beef and mutton to the European community of 
Lahore. (Here I first learned that crude statements of 
crude facts are not well-seen by responsible official 
authorities.) It was Squeers’ method of instruction, 
but how could I fail to be equipped with more than 
all I might need? I was saturated with it, and if I 
tripped over detail, the Club attended to me. 
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My first bribe was offered to me at the age of nine¬ 
teen when I was in a Native State where, naturally, 
one concern of the Administration was to get more 
guns of honour added to the Ruler’s official salute 
when he visited British India, and even a roving corre¬ 
spondent’s good word might be useful. Hence in the 
basket of fruits (dali is its name) laid at my tent door 
each morning, a five-hundred-rupee note and a Cash- 
mere shawl. As the sender was of high caste I returned 
the gift at the hands of the camp-sweeper, who was 
not. Upon this my servant, responsible to his father, 
and mine, for my well-being, said without emotion: 
‘Till we get home you eat and drink from my hands.’ 
This I did. 

On return to work I found my Chief had fever, and 
I was in sole charge. Among his editorial correspond¬ 
ence was a letter from this Native State setting forth 
the record during a few days’ visit of ‘your reporter, a 
person called Kipling’; who had broken, it seemed, the 
Decalogue in every detail from rape to theft. I wrote 
back that as Acting-Editor I had received the com¬ 
plaints and would investigate, but they must expect me 
to be biased because I was the person complained of. 

I visited the State more than once later, and there 
was not a cloud on our relations. I had dealt with the 
insult more Asiatico —which they understood; the ball 
had been returned more Asiatico —which I understood; 
and the incident had been closed. 

My second bribe came when I worked under 
Stephen Wheeler’s successor, Kay Robinson, brother 
of Phil Robinson who wrote In My Indian Garden. 
With him, thanks to his predecessor having licked me 
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into some shape, my relations were genial. It was the 
old matter of gun-salutes again; the old machinery of 
the basket of fruit and shawls and money for us both, 
but this time left impudently on the office verandah. 
Kay and I wasted a happy half-hour pricking * Timeo 
Danaos et dona ferentes' into the currency notes, 
mourned that we could not take either them or (he 
shawls, and let the matter go. 

My third and most interesting bribe was when 
reporting a divorce case in Eurasian society. An i n- 
mense brown woman penned me in a comer a id 
offered ‘if I would but keep her name out of it’ to 
give me most intimate details, which she began at 
once to do. I demanded her name before bargainii g. 
‘Oah! I am the Respondent. Thatt is why I ask yo a.’ 
It is hard to report some dramas without Ophelia; if 
not Hamlets. But I was repaid for her anger when 
Counsel asked her if she had ever expressed a desire 
to dance on her husband’s grave. Till then she had 
denied everything. ‘Yess,’ she hissed, ‘and I jolly- 
damn-well would too.’ 

A soldier of my acquaintance had been sentenced 
to life-imprisonment for a murder which, on evidence 
not before the court, seemed to me rather justified. I 
saw him later in Lahore jail at work on some com¬ 
plicated arrangement of nibs with different coloured 
inks, stuck into a sort of loom which, drawn over 
paper, gave the ruling for the blank forms of financial 
statements. It seemed wickedly monotonous. But the 
spirit of man is undefeatable. ‘If I made a mistake of 
an eighth of an inch in spacing these lines, I’d throw 
out all the accounts of the Upper Punjab,’ said he. 
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As to our reading public, they were at the least as 
well educated as fifty per cent of our ‘staff’; and by 
force of their lives could not be stampeded or much 
‘thrilled.’ Double headlines we had never heard of, 
nor special type, and I fear that the amount of‘white’ 
in the newspapers to-day would have struck us as 
common cheating. Yet the stuff we dealt in would 
have furnished modem journals of enterprise with 
almost daily sensations. 

My legitimate office-work was sub-editing, which 
meant eternal cuttings-down of unwieldy contribu¬ 
tions—such as discourses on abstruse questions of 
Revenue and Assessment from a great and wise 
Civilian who wrote the vilest hand that even our 
compositors ever saw; literary articles about Milton. 
(And how was I to know that the writer was a 
relative of one of our proprietors, who thought our 
paper existed to air his theories?) Here Crom Price’s 
training in precis -work helped me to get swiftly at 
what meat there might be in the disorderly messes. 
There were newspaper exchanges from Egypt to 
Hong Kong to be skimmed nearly every morning 
and, once a week, the English papers on which one 
drew in time of need; local correspondence from out- 
stations to vet for possible libels in their innocent 
allusions; ‘spoofing’ letters from subalterns to be 
guarded against (twice I was trapped here); always, 
of course, the filing of cables, and woe betide an error 
then! I took them down from the telephone—a 
primitive and mysterious power whose native oper¬ 
ator broke every word into monosyllables. One cut- 
and-come-again affliction was an accursed Muscovite 
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paper, the Novoie Vremya, written in French, which, 
for weeks and weeks, published the war diaries of 
Alikhanoff, a Russian General then harrying the Cen¬ 
tral Russian Khanates. He gave the name of every 
camp he halted at, and regularly reported that his 
troops warmed themselves at fires of sax-aul, which I 
suppose is perhaps sage-brush. A week after I hid 
translated the last of the series every remembrance of 
it passed from my normal memory. 

Ten or twelve years later, I fell sick in New Yc rk 
and passed through a L >ng delirium which, by . 11- 
chance, I remembered when I returned to life. At c me 
stage of it I led an enormous force of cavalry mount id 
on red horses with brand-new leather saddles, un< er 
the glare of a green moon, across steppes so vast d at 
they revealed the very curve of earth. We would h lit 
at one of the camps named by Alikhanoff in his diary 
(I would see the name of it heaving up over the edge 
of the planet), where we warmed ourselves at fires of 
sax-aul, and where, scorched on one side and frozen 
on the other, I sat till my infernal squadrons went on 
again to the next fore-known halt; and so through 
the list. 

In the early ’Eighties a Liberal Government had come 
into power at Home and was acting on liberal ‘prin¬ 
ciple,’ which so far as I have observed ends not seldom 
in bloodshed. Just then, it was a matter of principle 
that Native Judges should try white women. Native 
in this case meant overwhelmingly Hindu; and the 
Hindu’s idea of women is not lofty. No one had asked 
for any such measure—least of all the Judiciary con¬ 
cerned. But principle is principle, though the streets 
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swim. The European community were much annoyed. 
They went to the extremity of revolt—that is to say 
even the officials of the Service and their wives very 
often would not attend the functions and levies of 
the then Viceroy, a circular and bewildered recluse of 
religious tendencies. A pleasant English gentleman 
called C. P. Ilbert had been imported to father and 
god-father the Bill. I think he, too, was a little be¬ 
wildered. Our paper, like most of the European Press, 
began with stem disapproval of the measure, and, I 
fancy, published much comment and correspondence 
which would now be called ‘disloyal.’ 

One evening, while putting the paper to bed, I 
looked as usual over the leader. It was the sort of 
false-balanced, semi-judicial stuff that some English 
journals wrote about the Indian White Paper from 
1932 to ’34, and like them it furnished a barely dis¬ 
guised exposition of the Government’s high ideals. In 
after-life one got to know that touch better, but it 
astonished me at the time, and I asked my Chief what 
it all meant. He replied, as I should have done in his 
place: ‘None of your dam’ business,’ and, being 
married, went to his home. I repaired to the Club 
which, remember, was the whole of my outside 
world. 

As I entered the long, shabby dining-room where 
we all sat at one table, every one hissed. I was innocent 
enough to ask: ‘What’s the joke? Who are they hiss¬ 
ing?’ ‘You,’ said the man at my side. ‘Your dam’ rag 
has ratted over the Bill.’ 

It is not pleasant to sit still when one is twenty while 
all your universe hisses you. Then uprose a Captain, 
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our Adjutant of Volunteers, and said: ‘Stop that! The 
boy’s only doing what he’s paid to do.’ The demon¬ 
stration tailed off, but I had seen a great light. The 
Adjutant was entirely correct. I was a hireling, paid 
to do what I was paid to do, and—I did not relish the 
idea. Some one said kindly: ‘You damned young ass! 
Don’t you know that your paper has the Govemmen t 
printing-contract?’ I did know it, but I had never be • 
fore put two and two together. 

A few months later one of my two chief proprietoi s 
received the decoration that made him a Knight. The i 
I began to take much interest in certain smoot i 
Civilians, who had seen good in the Govemmer t 
measure and had somehow been shifted out of th; 
heat to billets in Simla. I followed under shrewd guid - 
ance, often native, the many pretty ways by which i 
Government can put veiled pressure on its employees 
in a land where every circumstance and relation of a , 
man’s life is public property. So, when the great and 
epoch-making India Bill turned up fifty years later, I 
felt as one re-treading the tortuous byways of his 
youth. One recognised the very phrases and assur¬ 
ances of the old days still doing good work, and 
waited, as in a dream, for the very slightly altered 
formulas in which those who were parting with their 
convictions excused themselves. Thus: ‘I may act as a 
brake, you know. At any rate I’m keeping a more 
extreme man out of the game.’ ‘There’s no sense run¬ 
ning counter to the inevitable,’—and all the other 
Devil-provided camouflage for the sinner-who-faces- 
both-ways. 

In ’85 I was made a Freemason by dispensation 
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(Lodge Hope and Perseverance 782 E.C.), being under 
age, because the Lodge hoped for a good Secretary. 
They did not get him, but I helped, and got the Father 
to advise, in decorating the bare walls of the Masonic 
Hall with hangings after the prescription of Solomon’s 
Temple. Here I met Muslims, Hindus, Sikhs, members 
of the Arya and Brahmo Samaj, and a Jew Tyler, who 
was priest and butcher to his little community in the 
city. So yet another world opened to me which I 
needed. 

My Mother and sister would go up to the Hills for 
the hot weather, and in due course my Father too. My 
own holiday came when I could be spared. Thus I 
often lived alone in the big house, where I com¬ 
manded by choice native food, as less revolting than 
meat-cookery, and so added indigestion to my more 
intimate possessions. 

In those months—mid-April to mid-October—one 
took up one’s bed and walked about with it from 
room to room, seeking for less heated air; or slept on 
the flat roof with the waterman to throw half-skinfuls 
of water on one’s parched carcass. This brought on 
fever but saved heat-stroke. 

Often the night got into my head as it had done in 
the boarding-house in the Brompton Road, and I 
would wander till dawn in all manner of odd places— 
liquor-shops, gambling- and opium-dens, which are 
not a bit mysterious, wayside entertainments such as 
puppet-shows, native dances; or in and about the 
narrow gullies under the Mosque of Wazir Khan for 
the sheer sake of looking. Sometimes, the Police would 
challenge, but I knew most of their officers, and many 
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folk in some quarters knew me for the son of my 
Father, which in the East more than anywhere else is 
useful. Otherwise, the word ‘Newspaper’ sufficed; 
though I did not supply my paper with many accounts 
of these prowls. One would come home, just as the 
light broke, in some night-hawk of a hired carriag; 
which stank of hookah-fumes, jasmine-flowers, an. 1 
sandalwood; and if the driver were moved to tali, 
he told one a good deal. Much of real Indian life got 5 
on in the hot-weather nights. That is why the nativ ; 
staff of the offices are noc much use next morning. 
All native offices aestivace from May at least ti l 
September. Files and correspondence are then as i 
matter of course pitched unopened into comers, t > 
be written up or faked when the weather gets coolei. 
But the English who go 1 lome on leave, having im - 
posed the set hours of a northern working day upon 
the children of children, are surprised that India does 
not work as they do. This is one of the reasons why 
autonomous India will be interesting. 

And there were ‘wet’ nights too at the Club or one 
Mess, when a table-ful of boys, half-crazed with dis¬ 
comfort, but with just sense enough to stick to beer 
and bones which seldom betray, tried to rejoice and 
somehow succeeded. I remember one night when we 
ate tinned haggis with cholera in the cantonments ‘to 
see what would happen,’ and another when a savage 
stallion in harness was presented with a very hot leg of 
roast mutton, as he snapped. Theoretically this is a cure 
for biting, but it only made him more of a cannibal. 

I got to meet the soldiery of those days in visits to 
Fort Lahore and, in a less degree, at Mian Mir Canton- 


97 


H 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

ments. My first and best beloved Battalion was the 
2nd Fifth Fusiliers, with whom I dined in awed silence 
a few weeks after I came out. When they left I took 
up with their successors, the 30th East Lancashire, 
another North-country regiment; and, last, with the 
31st East Surrey—a London recruited confederacy of 
skilful dog-stealers, some of them my good and loyal 
friends. There were ghostly dinners, too, with Sub¬ 
alterns in charge of the Infantry Detachment at Fort 
Lahore, where, all among marble-inlaid, empty apart¬ 
ments of dead Queens, or under the domes of old 
tombs, meals began with the regulation thirty grains 
of quinine in the sherry, and ended—as Allah pleased! 

I am, by the way, one of the few civilians who have 
turned out a Quarter-Guard of Her Majesty’s troops. 
It was on a chill winter mom, about 2 a.m. at the 
Fort, and though I suppose I had been given the 
countersign on my departure from the Mess, I forgot 
it ere I reached the Main Guard, and when challenged 
announced myself spaciously as ‘Visiting Rounds.’ 
When the men had clattered out I asked the Sergeant 
if he had ever seen a finer collection of scoundrels. 
That cost me beer by the gallon, but it was worth it. 

Having no position to consider, and my trade en¬ 
forcing it, I could move at will in the fourth dimen¬ 
sion. I came to realise the bare horrors of the private’s 
life, and the unnecessary torments he endured on 
account of the Christian doctrine which lays down 
that ‘the wages of sin is death.’ It was counted impious 
that bazar prostitutes should be inspected; or that the 
men should be taught elementary precautions in their 
dealings with them. This official virtue cost our Army 
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in India nine thousand expensive white men a year 
always laid up from venereal disease. Visits to Lock 
Hospitals made me desire, as earnestly as I do to-day, 
that I might have six hundred priests—Bishops of the 
Establishment for choice—to handle for six months 
precisely as the soldiers of my youth were hand let 1 . 

Heaven knows the men died fast enough from 
typhoid, which seemed to have something to do w :th 
water, but we were not sure; or from cholera, wh ch 
was manifestly a breath of the Devil that could kill 
all on one side of a barrack-room and spare the oth< rs; 
from seasonal fever; or from what was described as 
‘blood-poisoning. ’ 

Lord Roberts, at that r ime Commander-in-Chiei in 
India, who knew my people, was interested in i he 
men, and—I had by then written one or two stones 
about soldiers—the proudest moment of my young 
life was when I rode up Simla Mall beside him on his 
usual explosive red Arab, while he asked me what the 
men thought about their accommodation, entertain¬ 
ment-rooms, and the like. I told him, and he thanked 
me as gravely as though I had been a full Colonel. 

My month’s leave at Simla, or whatever Hill 
Station my people went to, was pure joy—every 
golden hour counted. It began in heat and discomfort, 
by rail and road. It ended in the cool evening, with a 
wood fire in one’s bedroom, and next mom—diirty 
more of them ahead!—the early cup of tea, the 
Mother who brought it in, and the long talks of us 
all together again. One had leisure to work, too, at 
whatever play-work was in one’s head, and that was 
usually full. 
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Simla was another new world. There the Hierarchy 
lived, and one saw and heard the machinery of ad¬ 
ministration stripped bare. There were the Heads of 
the Viceregal and Military staffs and their Aides-de- 
Camp; and playing whist with Great Ones, who gave 
him special news, was the Correspondent of our big 
sister-paper the Pioneer, then a power in the land. 

The dates, but not the pictures, of those holidays 
are blurred. At one time our little world was full of 
the aftermaths of Theosophy as taught by Madame 
Blavatsky to her devotees. My Father knew the lady 
and, with her, would discuss wholly secular subjects; 
she being, he told me, one of the most interesting and 
unscrupulous impostors he had ever met. This, with 
his experience, was a high compliment. I was not so 
fortunate, but came across queer, bewildered, old 
people, who lived in an atmosphere of ‘manifesta¬ 
tions’ running about their houses. But the earliest 
days of Theosophy devastated the Pioneer, whose 
Editor became a devout believer, and used the paper 
for propaganda to an extent which got on the nerves 
not only of the public but of a proof-reader, who 
at the last moment salted an impassioned leader on 
the subject with, in brackets: ‘ What do you bet this 
is a dam lie?' The Editor was most untheosophically 
angry! 

On one of my Simla leaves—I had been ill with 
dysentery again—I was sent off for rest along the 
Himalaya-Tibet road in the company of an invalid 
officer and his wife. My equipment was my servant 
—he from whose hands I had fed in the Native State 
before-mentioned; Dorothea Darbishoff, alias Dolly 


ioo 



SEVEN YEARS' HARD 


Bobs, a temperamental she-pony; and four baggage- 
coolies who were recruited and changed at each stage. 
I knew the edge of the great Hills both from Simla 
and Dalhousie, but had never marched any distance 
into them. They were to me a revelation of‘all might* 
majesty, dominion, and power, henceforth and for 
ever,’ in colour, form, and substance indescribable. 
A little of what I realised then came back to me in 
Kim. 

On the day I turned back for Simla—my co m- 
panions were going fur ther—my servant embroi ed 
himself with a new quartette of coolies and mana; ;ed 
to cut the eye of one of ihem. I was a few score m les 
from the nearest white man, and did not wish to be 
haled before any little Hill Rajah, knowing as I lid 
that the coolies would unitedly swear that I bad 
directed the outrage. I therefore paid blood-money, 
and strategically withdrew—on foot for the most part 
because Dolly Bobs objected to every sight and most 
of the smells of the landscape. I had to keep the coolies, 
who, like the politicians, would not stay put, in front 
of me on the six-foot-wide track, and, as is ever the 
case when one is in difficulties, it set in to rain. My 
urgent business was to make my first three days’ 
march in one—a matter of thirty odd miles. My 
coolies wanted to shy off to their village and spend 
their ill-gotten silver. On me developed the heart¬ 
breaking job of shepherding a retreat. I do not think 
my mileage that day could have been much less than 
forty miles of sheer up-hill and down-dale slogging. 
But it did me great good, and enabled me to put away 
bottles of strong Army beer at the wet evening’s end 
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in the resthouse. On our last day, a thunderstorm, 
which had been at work a few thousand feet below us, 
rose to the level of the ridge we were crossing and 
exploded in our midst. We were all flung on our faces, 
and when I was able to see again I observed the half 
of a well-grown pine, as neatly split lengthwise as a 
match by a penknife, in the act of hirpling down the 
steep hillside by itself. The thunder drowned every¬ 
thing, so that it seemed to be posturing in dumb show, 
and when it began to hop—horrible vertical hops— 
the effect was of pure D.T. My coolies, however, who 
had had the tale of my misdeeds from their prede¬ 
cessors, argued that if the local Gods missed such a 
sitting shot as I had given them, I could not be alto¬ 
gether unlucky. 

It was on this trip that I saw a happy family of four 
bears out for a walk together, all talking at the tops of 
their voices; and also—the sun on his wings, a thou¬ 
sand feet below me—I stared long at a wheeling eagle, 
himself thousands of feet above the map-like valley he 
was quartering. 

On my return I handed my servant over to his 
father, who dealt faithfully with him for having im¬ 
perilled my Father’s son. But what I did not tell him 
was that my servant, a Punjabi Muslim, had in his first 
panic embraced the feet of the injured hill-coolie, a 
heathen, and begged him to ‘show mercy.’ A servant, 
precisely because he is a servant, has his izzat —his 
honour—or, as the Chinese say, his ‘face.’ Save that, 
and he is yours. One should never rate one’s man 
before others; nor, if he knows that you know the 
implication of the words that you are using on him, 
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should you ever use certain words and phrases. But 
to a young man raw from England, or to an old one 
in whose service one has grown grey, anything is 
permitted. In the first case: ‘He is a youngster. He 
slangs as his girl has taught him,’ and the man keeps 
his countenance even though his master’s worst 
words are inflected woman-fashion. In the second 
case, the aged servitor and deputy-conscience sj ys: 
‘It is naught. We were \ oung men together. Ah! 1 ou 
should have heard him then !’ 

The reward for this very small consideration is er- 
vice of a kind that one accepted as a matter of coi irse 
—till one was without it. My man would go moni lily 
to the local Bank and draw my pay in coined rup tes, 
which he would carry home raw in his waist-bane, as 
the whole bazar knew, and decant into an old w; rd- 
robe, whence I would draw for my needs till there 
remained no more. 

Yet, it was necessary to his professional honour that 
he should present me monthly a list of petty disburse¬ 
ments on my personal behalt—such as oil for the 
buggy-lamps, bootlaces, thread for darning my socks, 
buttons replaced and the like—all written out in 
bazar-English by the letter-writer at the corner of 
the road. The total rose, of course, with my pay, and 
on each rupee of this bill my man took die commis¬ 
sion of the East, say one-sixteenth or perhaps one- 
tenth of each rupee. 

For the rest, till I was in my twenty-fourth year, I 
no more dreamed of dressing myself than I did of 
shutting an inner door or—I was going to say turning 
a key in a lock. But we had no locks. I gave myself 
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indeed the trouble of stepping into the garments that 
were held out to me after my bath, and out of them 
as I was assisted to do. And—luxury of which I dream 
still—I was shaved before I was awake! 

One must set these things against the taste of fever 
in one’s mouth, and the buzz of quinine in one’s ears; 
the temper frayed by heat to breaking-point but for 
sanity’s sake held back from the break; the descending 
darkness of intolerable dusks; and the less supportable 
dawns of fierce, stale heat through half of the year. 

When my people were at the Hills and I was 
alone, my Father’s buder took command. One peril 
of solitary life is going to seed in details of living. 
As our numbers at the Club shrank between April 
and mid-September, men grew careless, till at last 
our conscience-stricken Secretary, himself an offender, 
would fetch us up with a jerk, and forbid us dining 
in little more than singlet and riding-breeches. 

This temptation was stronger in one’s own house, 
though one knew if one broke the ritual of dressing 
for the last meal one was parting with a sheet-anchor. 
(Young gentlemen of larger views to-day consider 
this ‘dress-for-dinner’ business as an affectation rank¬ 
ing with ‘the old school tie.’ I would give some 
months’ pay for the privilege of enlightening them.) 
Here the buder would take charge. ‘For the honour 
of the house there must be a dinner. It is long since 
the Sahib has bidden friends to eat.’ I would protest 
like a fretful child. He would reply: ‘Except for the 
names of the Sahibs to be invited all things are on my 
head.’ So one dug up four or five companions in dis¬ 
comfort; the pitiful, scorched marigold blooms would 
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appear on the table and, to a full accompaniment of 
glass, silver, and napery, the ritual would be worked 
through, and the butler’s honour satisfied for a while. 

At the Club, sudden causeless hates flared up be¬ 
tween friends and died down like straw fires; old. 
grievances were recalled and brooded over aloud; th< 
complaint-book bristled with accusations and inven¬ 
tions. All of which came to nothing when the firs! 
Rains fell, and after a three days’ siege of creeping anc 
crawling things, whose bodies stopped our billiards anc 
almost put out the lamps they sizzled in, life pickec 
up in the blessed cool. 

But it was a strange life. Once, suddenly, in the 
Club ante-room a man asked a neighbour to pass him 
the newspaper. ‘Get it youi self,’ was the hot-weathei 
answer. The man rose but on his way to the table 
dropped and writhed in the first grip of cholera. 
He was carried to his quarters, die Doctor came, and 
for three days he went through all the stages of the 
disease even to the characteristic baring of discoloured 
gums. Then he returned to life and, on being condoled 
with, said: ‘I remember getting up to get the paper, 
but after that, give you my word, I don’t remember 
a thing till I heard Lawrie say that I was coming out 
of it.’ I have heard since that oblivion is sometimes 
vouchsafed. 

Though I was spared the worst horrors, thanks to 
the pressure of work, a capacity for being able to read, 
and the pleasure of writing what my head was filled 
with, I felt each succeeding hot weather more and 
more, and cowered in my soul as it returned. 

This is fit place for a ‘pivot’ experience to be set 
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side by side with the affair of the Adjutant of Volun¬ 
teers at the Club. It happened one hot-weather even¬ 
ing, in ’86 or thereabouts, when I felt that I had come 
to the edge of all endurance. As I entered my empty 
house in the dusk there was no more in me except the 
horror of a great darkness, that I must have been 
fighting for some days. I came through that darkness 
alive, but how I do not know. Late at night I picked 
up a book by Walter Besant which was called All in 
a Garden Fair. It dealt with a young man who desired 
to write; who came to realise the possibilities of 
common things seen, and who eventually succeeded 
in his desire. What its merits may be from to-day’s 
‘literary’ standpoint I do not know. But I do know 
that that book was my salvation in sore personal 
need, and with the reading and re-reading it became 
to me a revelation, a hope and strength. I was cer¬ 
tainly, I argued, as well equipped as the hero and— 
and—after all, there was no need for me to stay here 
for ever. I could go away and measure myself against 
the doorsills of London as soon as I had money. 
Therefore I would begin to save money, for I per¬ 
ceived there was absolutely no reason outside myself 
why I should not do exactly what to me seemed good. 
For proof of my revelation I did, sporadically but 
sincerely, try to save money, and I built up in my 
head—always with the book to fall back upon—a 
dream of the future that sustained me. To Walter 
Besant singly and solely do I owe this—as I told him 
when we met, and he laughed, rolled in his chair, and 
seemed pleased. 

In the joyous reign of Kay Robinson, my second 
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Chief, our paper changed its shape and type. This 
took up for a week or so all hours of the twenty-four 
and cost me a breakdown due to lack of sleep. But 
we two were proud of the results. One new feature 
was a daily ‘turnover’—same as the litde pink Globe 
at Home—of one column and a quarter. Naturally, 
the ‘office’ had to supply most of them and once mo: e 
I was forced to ‘write short.’ 

All the queer outside world would drop into 01 ir 
workshop sooner or later- -say a Captain just cashieri d 
for horrible drunkenness, who reported his fall with a 
wry, appealing face, and then—disappeared. Or a m n 
old enough to be my father, on the edge of te; rs 
because he had been overpassed for Honours in t le 
Gazette. Or three troopers of the Ninth Lancers, o le 
of whom was an old schoolmate of mine who becar le 
a General with an expedition of his own in West 
Africa in the Great War. The other two also were 
gentlemen-rankers who rose to high commands. One 
met men going up and down the ladder in every shape 
of misery and success. 

There was a night at the Club when some silly idiot 
found a half-dead viper and brought it to dinner in a 
pickle-bottle. One man of the company kept messing 
about with the furious litde beast on the table-cloth 
till he had to be warned to take his hands away. A few 
weeks after, some of us realised it would have been 
better had he accomplished what had been in his fore¬ 
boding mind that night. 

But the cold weather brought ample amends. 
The family were together again and—except for 
my Mother’s ukase against her men bringing bound 
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volumes of the Illustrated London News to meals (a 
survival of hot-weather savagery)—all was bliss. So, 
in the cold weather of ’85 we four made up a Christ¬ 
mas annual called Quartette, which pleased us a great 
deal and attracted a certain amount of attention. 
(Later, much later, it became a ‘collector’s piece’ in 
die U.S. book-market, and to that extent smudged 
the happy memories of its birth.) In ’85 I began a 
series of tales in the Civil and Military Gazette which 
were called Plain Tales from the Hills. They came in 
when and as padding was needed. In ’86 also I pub¬ 
lished a collection of newspaper verses on Anglo- 
Indian life, called Departmental Ditties, which, dealing 
with things known and suffered by many people, were 
well received. I had been allowed, further, to send 
stuff that we, editorially, had no use for, to far-off 
Calcutta papers, such as the Indigo Planters’ Gazette, 
and elsewhere. These things were making for me the 
beginnings of a name even unto Bengal. 

But mark how discreetly the cards were being dealt 
me. Up till ’87 my performances had been veiled in 
the decent obscurity of the far end of an outlying 
province, among a specialised community who did 
not interest any but themselves. I was like a young 
horse entered for small, up-country events where I 
could get used to noise and crowds, fall about till I 
found my feet, and learn to keep my head with the 
hoofs drumming behind me. Better than all, the pace 
of my office-work was ‘too good to inquire,’ and its 
nature—that I should realise all sorts and conditions of 
men and make others realise them—gave me no time 
to ‘realise’ myself. 

108 



SEVEN YEARS* HARD 

Here was my modest notion of my own position 
at the end of my five years’ Viceroyalty on the little 
Civil and Military Gazette. I was still fifty per cent of 
the editorial staff, though for a while I rose to have a 
man under me. But—just are the Gods!—that varlet 
was ‘literary’ and must needs write Elia-like ‘turn¬ 
overs’ instead of sticking to the legitimate! Any foe 1 , 
I knew to my sorrow, could write. My job was o 
sub-edit him or her into s» >me sort of shape. Any oth ;r 
fool could review; (I nr. self on urgent call have i ;- 
viewed the later works of a writer called Brownin g, 
and what my Father said about that was unpublis 1- 
able). Reporting was a minor ‘feature,’ although 1 re 
did not use that word. 1 myself qua reporter cov Id 
turn in stuff one day and qua sub-editor knock it 
remorselessly into cocked hats the next. The difftr- 
ence, then, between me and the vulgar herd who 
‘write for papers’ was, as I saw it, the gulf that divices 
the beneficed clergyman from ladies and gentlemen 
who contribute pumpkins and dahlias to Harvest 
Festival decorations. To say that I magnified my office 
is to understate. But this may have saved me from 
magnifying myself beyond decency. 

In ’87 orders came for me to serve on the Pioneer, 
our big sister-paper at Allahabad, hundreds of miles 
to the southward, where I should be one of four at 
least and a new boy at a big school. 

But the North-West Provinces, as they were then, 
being largely Hindu, were strange ‘air and water’ to 
me. My life had lain among Muslims, and a man leans 
one way or other according to his first service. The 
large, well-appointed Club, where Poker had just 
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driven out Whist and men gambled seriously, was full 
of large-bore officials, and of a respectability all new. 
The Fort where troops were quartered had its points; 
but one bastion jutted out into a most holy river. 
Therefore, partially burned corpses made such a habit 
of stranding just below the Subalterns’ quarters that a 
special expert was entertained to pole them off and 
onward. In Fort Lahore we dealt in nothing worse 
than ghosts. 

Moreover, the Pioneer lived under the eye of its 
chief proprietor, who spent several months of each 
year in his bungalow over the way. It is true that I 
owed him my chance in life, but when one has been 
second-in-command of even a third-class cruiser, one 
does not care to have one’s Admiral permanently 
moored at a cable’s length. His love for his paper, 
which his single genius and ability had largely created, 
led him sometimes to ‘give die boys a hand.’ On those 
hectic days (for he added and subtracted to the last 
minute) we were relieved when the issue caught the 
down-country mail. 

But he was patient with me, as were the others, and 
through him again I got a wider field for ‘outside 
stuff.’ There was to be a weekly edition of the Pioneer 
for Home consumption. Would I edit it, additional to 
ordinary work? Would I not? There would be fiction 
—syndicated serial-matter bought by the running foot 
from agencies at Home. That would fill one whole 
big page. The ‘sight of means to do ill deeds’ had the 
usual effect. Why buy Bret Harte, I asked, when I was 
prepared to supply home-grown fiction on the hoof? 
And I did. 
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My editing of the Weekly may have been a shade 
casual—it was but a re-hash of news and views after 
all. My head was full of, to me, infinitely more 
important material. Henceforth no mere twelve- 
hundred Plain Tales jammed into rigid frames, but 
three- or five-thousand-word cartoons once a week. < 
So did young Lippo Lippi, whose child I was, lock 1 - 
on the blank walls of h;s monastery when he w is 
bidden decorate them! ’1 was ‘ask and have; Choos;, 
for more’s ready,’ with a vengeance. 

I fancy my change of surroundings and outloc k 
precipitated the rush. At the beginning of it I had ; n 
experience which, in my innocence, I mistook f >r 
the genuine motions of my Daemon. I must ha r e 
been loaded more heavily than I realised with ‘Gy] ,’ 
for there came to me in si enes as stereoscopically cle ir 
as those in the crystal an Anglo-Indian Ant our .lu 
Manage. My pen took charge and I, greatly admiring, 
watched it write for me far into the nights. The result 
I christened The Story of the Gadsbys, and when it first 
appeared in England I was complimented on my 
‘knowledge of the world.’ After my indecent im¬ 
maturity came to light, I heard less of these gifts. 
Yet, as the Father said loyally; ‘It wasn’t all so dam’ 
bad, Ruddy.’ 

At any rate it went into the Weekly, together with 
soldier tales, Indian tales, and tales of the opposite sex. 
There was one of this last which, because of a doubt, 
I handed up to the Mother, who abolished it and 
wrote me: Never you do that again. But I did and 
managed to pull off, not unhandily, a tale called ‘A 
Wayside Comedy,’ where I worked hard for a certain 
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‘economy of implication,’ and in one phrase of less 
than a dozen words believed I had succeeded. More 
than forty years later a Frenchman, browsing about 
some of my old work, quoted this phrase as the clou 
of the tale and the key to its method. It was a belated 
‘workshop compliment’ that I appreciated. Thus, then, 
I made my own experiments in the weights, colours, 
perfumes, and attributes of words in relation to other 
words, either as read aloud so that they may hold 
the car, or, scattered over the page, draw the eye. 
There is no line of my verse or prose which has not 
been mouthed till the tongue has made all smooth, 
and memory, after many recitals, has mechanically 
skipped the grosser superfluities. 

These things occupied and contented me, but—out¬ 
side of them—I felt that I did not quite fit the Pioneer’s 
scheme of things and that my superiors were of the 
same opinion. My work on the Weekly was not 
legitimate journalism. My flippancy in handling what 
I was trusted with was not well-seen by the Govern¬ 
ment or the departmental officialism, on which the 
Pioneer rightly depended for advance and private 
news, gathered in at Simla or Calcutta by our most 
important Chief Correspondent. I fancy my owners 
thought me safer on the road than in my chair; for 
they sent me out to look at Native State mines, mills, 
factories, and the like. Here I think they were entirely 
justified. My proprietor at Allahabad had his own 
game to play (it brought him his well-deserved 
knighthood in due course) and, to some extent, my 
vagaries might have embarrassed him. One, I know, 
did. The Pioneer editorially, but cautiously as a terrier 
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drawing up to a porcupine, had hinted that some 
of Lord Roberts’ military appointments at that time 
verged on nepotism. It was a regretful and well- 
balanced allocution. My rhymed comment (and why 
my Chief passed it I know not!) said just the same 
thing, but not quite so augustly. All I remember of it 
are the last two flagrant lines: 

And if the Pioneer is wrath 

Oh Lord, what must you be! 

I don’t think Lord Roberts was pleased with it, bt t 
I know he was not halt so annoyed as my chit f 
proprietor. 

On my side I was ripe for change and, thanks alwa) s 
to All in a Garden Fair, had a notion now of where I 
was heading. My absorption in the Pioneer Weekly 
stories, which I wanted to finish, had put my plans to 
the back of my head, but when I came out of that 
furious spell of work towards the end of ’88 I re¬ 
arranged myself. I wanted money for the future. I 
counted my assets. They came to one book of verse; 
one ditto prose; and—thanks to the Pioneer s per¬ 
mission—a set of six small paper-backed railway-book¬ 
stall volumes embodying most of my tales in the 
Weekly —copyright of which the Pioneer might well 
have claimed. The man who then controlled the 
Indian railway bookstalls came of an imaginative race, 
used to taking chances. I sold him the six paper-backed 
books for ^200 and a small royalty. Plain Tales from 
the Hills I sold for ^50, and I forget how much 
the same publisher gave me for Departmental Ditties. 
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(This was die first and last time I ever dealt direct 
with publishers.) 

Fortified with this wealth, and six months’ pay in 
lieu of notice, I left India for England by way of 
the Far East and the United States, after six and a 
half years of hard work and a reasonable amount of 
sickness. My God-speed came from the managing 
director, a gentleman of sound commercial instincts, 
who had never concealed his belief that I was grossly 
overpaid, and who, when he paid me my last wages, 
said: ‘Take it from me, you’ll never be worth more 
than four hundred rupees a month to any one.’ 
Common pride bids me tell that at that time I was 
drawing seven hundred a month. 

Accounts were squared between us curiously soon. 
When my notoriety fell upon me, there was a 
demand for my old proofs, signed and unsigned stuff 
not included in my books, and a general tuming-out 
of refuse-bins for private publication and sale. This 
upset my hopes of editing my books decently and 
responsibly, and wrought general confusion. But I 
was told later that the Pioneer had made as much out 
of its share in this remnant-traffic as it had paid me in 
wages since I first landed. (Which shows how one 
cannot get ahead of gentlemen of sound commercial 
instincts.) 

Yet a man must needs love anything that he has 
worked and suffered under. When, at long last, the 
Pioneer —India’s greatest and most important paper 
which used to pay twenty-seven per cent to its share¬ 
holders—fell on evil days and, after being bedevilled 
and bewitched, was sold to a syndicate, and I received 
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a notification beginning: ‘We think you may be 
interested to know that,’ etc., I felt curiously alone 
and unsponsored. But my first mistress and most true 
love, the little Civil and Military Gazette, weathered 
the storm. Even if I wrote them, these lines are 
true:— 


Try as he will, no man breaks wholly loose 
From his first love, no matter who she be. 

Oh, was there ever sailor free to choose, 

That didn’t settle somewhere near the sea? 

Parsons in pulpits, tax-payers in pews, 

Kings on your thrones, you know as well as 1 le, 
We’ve only one virginity to lose. 

And where we lost it there our hearts will be 

And, besides, there is, or was, a tablet in my old 
Lahore office asserting that here I ‘worked.’ And 
Allah knows that is true also! 



CHAPTER IV 


The Interregnum 

The youth who daily farther from the East 
Must travel. . . 

Wordsworth. 

and, in the autumn of *89, I stepped into a 
sort of waking dream when I took, as a matter 
X _Lof course, the fantastic cards that Fate was pleased 
to deal me. 

The ancient landmarks of my boyhood still stood. 
There were the beloved Aunt and Uncle, the little 
house of the Three Old Ladies, and in one comer 
of it the quiet figure by the fireplace composedly 
writing her next novel on her knee. It was at the 
quietest of tea-parties, in this circle, that I first met 
Mary Kingsley, the bravest woman of all my 
knowledge. We talked a good deal over the cups, 
and more while walking home afterwards—she of 
West African cannibals and the like. At last, the 
world forgetting, I said: ‘Come up to my rooms and 
we’ll talk it out there.’ She agreed, as a man would, 
then suddenly remembering said: ‘Oh, I forgot I was 
a woman. ’Fraid I mustn’t.’ So I realised that my 
world was all to explore again. 

A few—a very few—people in it had died, but no 
one expected to do so for another twenty years. 
White women stood and waited on one behind one’s 
chair. It was all whirlingly outside my comprehension. 
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But my small stock-in-trade of books had become 
known in certain quarters; and there was an evident 
demand for my stuff. I do not recall that I stirred a 
hand to help myself. Things happened to me. I went, 
by invitation, to Mowbray Morris, the editor of Mac¬ 
millan s Magazine, who asked me how old I was and, 
when I told him I hoped to be twenty-four at the e nd 
of the year, said: ‘Good God!’ He took from me an 
Indian tale and some verses, which latter he wisdy 
edited a little. They were both published in the sa ne 
number of the Magazine —one signed by my na ne 
and the other ‘Yussuf.’ All of this confirmed the f< el- 
ing (which has come back at intervals through ny 
life), ‘Lord ha’ mercy on me, this is none ofl.’ 

Then more tales were asked for, and the editor of 
the St. James's Gazette wanted stray articles, signed 
and unsigned. My ‘turnover’ training on the Civil and 
Military made this easy for me, and somehow I felt 
easier with a daily paper under my right elbow. 

About this time was an interview in a weekly paper, 
where I felt myself rather on the wrong side of the 
counter and that I ought to be questioning my ques¬ 
tioner. Shortly after, that same weekly made me a 
proposition which I could not see my way to accept, 
and then announced that I was ‘feeling my oats,’ of 
which, it was careful to point out, it had given me 
my first sieveful. Since, at that time, I was over¬ 
whelmed, not to say scared, by the amazing luck that 
had come to me, the pronouncement gave me con¬ 
fidence. If that was how I struck the external world- 
good ! For naturally I considered the whole universe 
was acutely interested in me only—just as a man who 
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strays into a skirmish is persuaded he is the pivot of 
the action. 

Meantime, I had found me quarters in Villiers 
Street, Strand, which forty-six years ago was primi¬ 
tive and passionate in its habits and population. My 
rooms were small, not over-clean or well-kept, but 
from my desk I could look out of my window through 
the fanlight of Gatti’s Music-Hall entrance, across the 
street, almost on to its stage. The Charing Cross trains 
rumbled through my dreams on one side, the boom of 
the Strand on the other, while, before my windows, 
Father Thames under the Shot Tower walked up and 
down with his traffic. 

At the outset I had so muddled and mismanaged 
my affairs that, for a while, I found myself with some 
money owing me for work done, but no funds in 
hand. People who ask for money, however justifiably, 
have it remembered against them. The beloved Aunt, 
or any one of the Three Old Ladies, would have given 
to me without question; but that seemed too like con¬ 
fessing failure at the outset. My rent was paid; I had 
my dress-suit; I had nothing to pawn save a collection 
of unmarked shirts picked up in all the ports; so I 
made shift to manage on what small cash I had in 

My rooms were above an establishment of Harris 
the Sausage King, who, for tuppence, gave as much 
sausage and mash as would carry one from breakfast 
to dinner when one dined with nice people who did 
not eat sausage for a living. Another tuppence found 
me a filling supper. The excellent tobacco of those 
days was, unless you sank to threepenny ‘Shag’ or 
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soared to sixpenny ‘Turkish/ tuppence the half- 
ounce: and fourpence, which included a pewter of 
beer or porter, was the price of admission to Gatti’s. 

It was here, in the company of an elderly but up¬ 
right barmaid from a pub near by, that I listened to 
the observed and compelling songs of the Lion ;md 
Mammoth Comiques, and the shriller strains—>ut 
equally ‘observed’—of the Bessies and Bellas, wh >m 
I could hear arguing beneath my window with tl eir 
cab-drivers, as they sped from Hall to Hall. One Ldy 
sometimes delighted us with viva-voce versions c f— 
‘what ’as just ’appened to me outside ’ere, if yc a’ll 
believe it.’ Then she would plunge into brilliant m- 
provisations. Oh, we believed! Many of us had, per¬ 
haps, taken part in the tail of that argument at the 
doors, ere she stormed m. 

Those monologues I could never hope to rival, but 
the smoke, the roar, and the good-fellowship of re¬ 
laxed humanity at Gatti’s ‘set’ the scheme for a certain 
sort of song. The Private Soldier in India I thought I 
knew fairly well. His English brother (in the Guards 
mosdy) sat and sang at my elbow any night I chose; 
and, for Greek chorus, I had the comments of my bar¬ 
maid—deeply and dispassionately versed in all know¬ 
ledge of evil as she had watched it across the zinc she 
was always swabbing off. (Hence, some years later, 
verses called ‘Mary, pity Women,’ based on what she 
told me about ‘a friend o’ mine ’oo was mistook in ’er 
man.’) The outcome was the first of some verses called 
Barrack-Room Ballads which I showed to Henley of 
the Scots, later National Observer, who wanted more; 
and I became for a while one of the happy company 
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who used to gather in a little restaurant off Leicester 
Square and regulate all literature till all hours of the 
morning. 

I had the greatest admiration for Henley’s verse and 
prose and, if such things be merchandise in the next 
world, will cheerfully sell a large proportion of what 
I have written for a single meditation—illumination— 
inspiration or what you please—that he wrote on the 
Arabian Nights in a tiny book of Essays and Reviews. 

As regards his free verse I—plus some Chianti—once 
put forward the old notion that free verse was like 
fishing with barbless hooks. Henley replied volcanic¬ 
ally. It was, said he, ‘the cadences that did it.’ That was 
true; but he alone, to my mind, could handle them 
aright, being a Master Craftsman who had paid for 
his apprenticeship. 

Henley’s demerits were, of course, explained to the 
world by loving friends after his death. I had the 
fortune to know him only as kind, generous, and a 
jewel of an editor, with the gift of fetching the very 
best out of his cattle, with words that would astonish 
oxen. He had, further, an organic loathing of Mr. 
Gladstone and all Liberalism. A Government Com¬ 
mission of Enquiry was sitting in those days on some 
unusually blatant traffic in murder among the Irish 
Land Leaguers; and had whitewashed the whole 
crowd. Whereupon, I wrote some impolite verses 
called ‘Cleared!’ which at first The Times seemed 
ready to take but on second thoughts declined. I was 
recommended to carry them to a monthly review of 
sorts edited by a Mr. Frank Harris, whom I discovered 
to be the one human being that I could on no terms 
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get on with. He, too, shied at the verses, which I 
referred to Henley, who, having no sense of political 
decency, published them in his Observer , and—after a 
cautious interval —The Times quoted them in full. 
This was rather like some of my experiences in India, 
and gave me yet more confidence. 

To my great pride I was elected a Member of d te 
Savile—‘the little Savile’ then in Piccadilly—and, < n 
my introduction, dined with no less than Hardy ai d 
Walter Besant. My debts to the latter grew at on< e, 
and you may remember that I owed him much in¬ 
deed. He had his own views on publishers, and v as 
founding, or had just founded, the Authors’ Sociei y. 
He advised me to entrust my business to an agent ai id 
sent me to his own—A. P. Watt, whose son was abo at 
my own age. The father took hold of my affairs at 
once and most sagely; and on his death his son suc¬ 
ceeded. In the course of forty-odd years I do not recall 
any difference between us that three minutes’ talk 
could not clear up. This, also, I owed to Besant. 

Nor did his goodness halt there. He would sit 
behind his big, frosted beard and twinkling spectacles, 
and deal me out wisdom concerning this new incom¬ 
prehensible world. One heard very good talk at the 
Savile. Much of it was the careless give-and-take of 
the atelier when the models are off their stands, and 
one throws bread-pellets at one’s betters, and makes 
hay of all schools save one’s own. But Besant saw 
deeper. He advised me to ‘keep out of the dog-fight.’ 
He said that if I were ‘in with one lot’ I would have 
to be out with another; and that, at last, ‘things would 
get like a girls’ school where they stick out their 
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tongues at each other when they pass.’ That was true 
too. One heard men vastly one’s seniors wasting 
energy and good oaths in recounting ‘intrigues’ 
against them, and of men who had ‘their knife into’ 
their work, or whom they themselves wished to 
‘knife.’ (This reminded me somehow of the elderly 
officials who opened their hearts in my old office 
when they were disappointed over anticipated Hon¬ 
ours.) It seemed best to stand clear of it all. For that 
reason, I have never directly or indirectly criticised 
any fellow-craftsman’s output, or encouraged any 
man or woman to do so; nor have I approached any 
persons that they might be led to comment on my 
output. My acquaintance with my contemporaries 
has from first to last been very limited. 

At ‘the little Savile’ I remember much kindness and 
toleration. There was Gosse, of course, sensitive as a 
cat to all atmospheres, but utterly fearless when it 
came to questions of good workmanship; Hardy’s 
grave and bitter humour; Andrew Lang, as detached 
to all appearances as a cloud, but—one learned to know 
—never kinder in your behalf than when he seemed 
least concerned with you; Eustace Balfour, a large, 
lovable man, and one of the best of talkers, who died 
too soon: Herbert Stephen, very wise and very funny 
when he chose: Rider Haggard, to whom I took at 
once, he being of the stamp adored by children and 
trusted by men at sight; and he could tell tales, mainly 
against himself, that broke up the tables: Saintsbury, 
a solid rock of learning and geniality whom I revered 
all my days; profoundly a scholar and versed in the 
art of good living. There was a breakfast with him 
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and Walter Pollock of the Saturday Review in Albany, 
when he produced some specially devilish Oriental 
delicacy which we cooked by the light of our united 
ignorances. It was splendid! Why those two men 
took the trouble to notice me, I never knew; but 
I learned to rely on Saintsbury’s judgment in the 
weightier matters of the Laws of Literature. At 1 lis 
latter end he gave me inestimable help in a little pie ce 
of work called ‘Proofs of Holy Writ,’ which withe ut 
his books could never have been handled. I found h m 
at Bath, compiling with erudition equal to his earnest¬ 
ness the Cellar-book of tiie Queen’s Dolls’ House. He 
produced a bottle of real Tokay, which I tasted, a id 
lost my number badly b v saying that it reminded ne 
of some medicinal wine. It is true he merely called ne 
a blasphemer of the worst, but what he thought I Jo 
not care to think! 

There were scores of other good men at the Savile, 
but the tones and the faces of those I have named come 
back clearest. 

My home life—it was a far cry from Piccadilly to 
Villiers Street—was otherwise, through the months of 
amazement which followed my return to England. 
That period was all, as I have said, a dream, in which 
it seemed that I could push down walls, walk through 
ramparts and stride across rivers. Yet I was so ignorant, 
I never guessed when the great fogs fell that trains 
could take me to light and sunshine a few miles out¬ 
side London. Once I faced the reflection of my own 
face in the jet-black mirror of the window-panes for 
five days. When the fog thinned, I looked out and 
saw a man standing opposite the pub where the bar- 
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maid lived. Of a sudden his breast turned dull red 
like a robin’s, and he crumpled, having cut his throat. 
In a few minutes—seconds it seemed—a hand-ambu¬ 
lance arrived and took up the body. A pot-boy with 
a bucket of steaming water sluiced the blood off into 
the gutter, and what little crowd had collected went 
its way. 

One got to know that ambulance (it lived some¬ 
where at the back of St. Clement Danes), as well as 
the Police of the E. Division, and even as far as 
Piccadilly Circus, where, any time after 10.30 p.m., 
the forces might be found at issue with ‘real ladies.’ 
And through all this shifting, shouting brotheldom 
the pious British householder and his family bored 
their way back from the theatres, eyes-front and fixed, 
as though not seeing. 

Among my guests in chambers was a Lion Comique 
from Gatti’s—an artist with sound views on art. 
According to him, ‘it was all right to keep on knockin’ 
’em’ (‘puttin’ it across’ came later) ‘but, outside o’ 
that, a man wants something to lay hold of. I’d ha’ got 
it, I think, but for this dam’ whisky. But, take it from 
me, life’s all a bloomin’ kick-up.’ Certainly my life 
was; but, to some extent, my Indian training served 
to ballast me. 

I was plentifully assured, viva voce and in the Press- 
cuttings—which is a drug that I do not recommend 
to the young—that ‘nothing since Dickens’ compared 
with my ‘meteoric rise to fame,’ etc. (But I was more 
or less inoculated, if not immune, to the coarser sorts 
of print.) And there was my portrait to be painted 
for the Royal Academy as a notoriety. (But I had a 
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Mohammedan’s objection to having my face taken, 
as likely to draw the Evil Eye. So I was not too puffed 
up.) And there were letters and letters of all sorts of 
tendencies. (But if I answered them all I might as well 
be back at my old table.) And there were proposals 
from ‘certain people of importance,’ insistent and un¬ 
scrupulous as horse-copers, telling me how ‘the bill 
was at my feet’ and that I had only to kick it— >y 
repeating the notes I had already struck and traili lg 
characters I had already 'created’ through impossil >le 
scenes—to achieve all sorts of desirable things. Bu • I 
had seen men as well as horses foundered in my 1 >st 
world behind me. One thing only stood fast throu *h 
this welter. I was making money—much more tl an 
four hundred rupees a month—and when my Bark- 
book told me I had one thousand whole pounds sav< d, 
the Strand was hardly wide enough for my triumph. 
I had intended a book ‘to take advantage of the 
market.’ This I had just sense enough to countermand. 
What I most needed was that my people should come 
over and see what had overtaken their son. This they 
did on a flying visit, and then my ‘kick-up’ had some 
worth. 

As always, they seemed to suggest nothing and 
interfere nowhere. But they were there—my Father 
with his sage Yorkshire oudook and wisdom; my 
Mother, all Celt and three-parts fire—both so entirely 
comprehending that except in trivial matters we had 
hardly need of words. 

I think I can with truth say that those tw r o made 
for me the only public for whom then I had any 
regard whatever till their deaths, in my forty-fifth 
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year. Their arrival simplified things, and ‘set’ in my 
head a notion that had been rising at the back of it. 
It seemed easy enough to ‘knock ’em’—but to what 
end beyond the heat of the exercise? (That both my 
grandfathers had been Wesleyan Ministers did not 
strike me till I was, familiarly, reminded of it.) I had 
been at work on the rough of a set of verses called 
later ‘The English Flag’ and had boggled at a line 
which had to be a key-line but persisted in going 
‘soft.’ As was the custom between us, I asked into 
the air: ‘What am I trying to get at? Instantly the 
Mother, with her quick flutter of the hands: ‘You’re 
trying to say: “What do they know of England who 
only England know?” ’ The Father confirmed. The 
rest of the rhetoric came away easily; for it was only 
pictures seen, as it were, from the deck of a long 
fourteen-footer, a craft that will almost sail herself. 

In the talks that followed, I exposed my notion of 
trying to tell to the English something of the world 
outside England—not directly but by implication. 

They understood. Long before the end the Mother, 
summarising, said: ‘I see. “Unto them did he discover 
His swan’s nest among the reeds.” Thank you for 
telling us, dear.’ That setded that; and when Lord 
Tennyson (whom alas! I never had the good fortune 
to meet) expressed his approval of the verses when 
they appeared, I took it for a lucky sign. Most men 
properly broke to a trade pick up some sort of work¬ 
shop facility which gives them an advantage over 
their untrained fellows. My office-work had taught 
me to think out a notion in detail, pack it away in my 
head, and work on it by snatches in any surroundings. 
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The lurch and surge of the old horse-drawn buses 
made a luxurious cradle for such ruminations. Bit by 
bit, my original notion grew into a vast, vague con¬ 
spectus—Army and Navy Stores List if you like—of 
the whole sweep and meaning of things and effort 
and origins throughout the Empire. I visualised it, as 
I do most ideas, in the shape of a semicircle of buil 1- 
ings and temples projecting into a sea—of dreans. 
At any rate, after I had got it straight in my hea d, 

I felt there need be no more ‘knockin’ ’em’ in tie 
abstract. 

Likewise, in my wanderings beyond Villiers Stre :t, 
I had met several men and an occasional worn; n, 
whom I by no means loved. They were overly so t- 
spoken or blatant, and dealt in pernicious varieties Df 
safe sedition. For the most part they seemed to ?e 
purveyors of luxuries to the ‘Aristocracy,’ whose 
destruction by painful means they loudly professed 
to desire. They derided my poor little Gods of the 
East, and asserted that the British in India spent violent 
lives ‘oppressing’ the Native. (This in a land where 
white girls of sixteen, at twelve or fourteen pounds 
per annum, hauled thirty and forty pounds weight of 
bath-water at a time up four flights of stairs!) 

The more subde among them had plans, which they 
told me, for ‘snatching away England’s arms when she 
isn’t looking—just like a naughty child—so that when 
she wants to fight she’ll find she can’t.’ (We have 
come far on that road since.) Meantime, their aim was 
peaceful, intellectual penetration and the formation of 
what to-day would be called ‘cells’ in unventilated 
comers. Collaborating with these gentry was a mixed 
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crowd of wide-minded, wide-mouthed Liberals, who 
darkened counsel with pious but disintegrating catch¬ 
words, and took care to live very well indeed. Some¬ 
where, playing up to them, were various journals, 
not at all badly written, with a most enviable genius 
for perverting or mistaking anything that did not suit 
their bilious doctrine. The general situation, as I saw 
it, promised an alluring ‘dog-fight,’ in which I had no 
need to take aggressive part because, as soon as the 
first bloom had faded off my work, my normal out¬ 
put seemed to have the gift of arriding per se the very 
people I most disliked. And I had the additional luck 
not to be taken seriously for some time. People talked, 
quite reasonably, of rockets and sticks; and that 
genius, J. K. S., brother to Herbert Stephen, dealt 
with Haggard and me in some stanzas which I would 
have given much to have written myself. They 
breathed a prayer for better days when:— 

The world shall cease to wonder 
At the genius of an Ass, 

And a boy’s eccentric blunder 
Shall not bring success to pass . . . 

When there stands a muzzled stripling, 

Mute, beside a muzzled bore: 

When the Rudyards cease from Kipling 
And the Haggards Ride no more. 

It ran joyously through all the papers. It still hangs 
faintly in the air and, as I used to warn Haggard, may 
continue as an aroma when all but our two queer 
names are forgotten. 
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Several perfectly good reviewers also helped me by 
demonstrating how I had arrived at my effects by a 
series of happy accidents. One kind man even went 
to some trouble, including a good dinner, to discover 
personally whether I had ‘ever read much.’ I could 
not do less than confirm his worst suspicions, for I 
had been ‘taken on’ in that way at the Punjab Clu 5, 
till my examiner found out that I was pulling his le 5, 
and chased me all round the compound. (The great* st 
reverence is due to the young. They have, wh n 
irritated, little of their own.) 

But in all this jam of work done or devisir y, 
demands, distractions, excitements, and promiscuo as 
confusions, my health cracked again. I had brok :n 
down twice in India fr* >m straight overwork, p] as 
fever and dysentery, but this time the staleness and 
depression came after a bout of real influenza, when 
all my Indian microbes joined hands and sang for a 
month in the darkness of Villiers Street. 

So I took ship to Italy, and there chanced to meet 
Lord Dufferin, our Ambassador, who had been 
Viceroy of India and had known my people. Also, 
I had written some verses called ‘The Song of the 
Women’ about Lady Dufferin’s maternity work for 
women in India, which both she and he liked. He 
was kindness itself, and made me his guest at his Villa 
near Naples where, one evening between lights, he 
talked—at first to me directly, then sliding into a 
reverie—of his work in India, Canada, and the world 
at large. I had seen administrative machinery from 
beneath, all stripped and overheated. This was the 
first time I had listened to one who had handled it 


129 


K 



SOMETHING OP MYSELF 

from above. And unlike the generality of Viceroys, 
Lord Dufferin knew. Of all his revelations and re¬ 
miniscences, the sentence that stays with me is: ‘And 
so, you see, there can be no room’ (or was it ‘allow¬ 
ance’?) ‘for good intentions in one’s work.’ 

Italy, however, was not enough. My need was to 
get clean away and re-sort myself. Cruises were then 
unknown; but my dependence was Cook. For the 
great J. M. himself—the man with the iron mouth 
and domed brow—had been one of my Father’s 
guests at Lahore when he was trying to induce the 
Indian Government to let him take over the annual 
pilgrimage to Mecca as a business proposition. Had 
he succeeded some lives, and perhaps a war or two, 
might have been saved. His home offices took friendly 
interest in my plans and steamer connections. 

I sailed first to Cape Town in a gigantic three- 
thousand-ton liner called The Moor, not knowing I 
was in the hands of Fate. Aboard her, I met a Navy 
Captain going to a new Command at Simon’s Town. 
At Madeira he desired to lay in wine for his two-year 
commission. I assisted him through a variegated day 
and fluctuating evening, which laid the foundations of 
life-long friendship. 

Cape Town in ’91 was a sleepy, unkempt little 
place, where the stoeps of some of the older Dutch 
houses still jutted over the pavement. Occasional 
cows strolled up the main streets, which were full of 
coloured people of the sort that my ayah had pointed 
out to me were curly-haired (hubshees) who slept in 
such posture as made it easy for the devils to enter 
their bodies. But there were also many Malays who 
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were Muslims of a sort and had their own Mosques, 
and whose flamboyandy-attired women sold flowers 
on the kerb, and took in washing. The dry, spiced 
smell of the land and the smack of the clean sunshine 
were health-restoring. My Navy Captain introduced 
me to the Naval society of Simon’s Town, where he 
south-easter blows five days a week, and the Adm ral 
of the Cape Station lived in splendour, with at 1 < ast 
a brace of live turtles himessed to the end of a li tie 
wooden jetty, swimming about till due to be talen 
up for turtle soup. The Navy Club there and the teles 
of the junior officers delighted me beyond woi ds. 
There I witnessed one of the most comprehens ve 
‘rags’ I had ever seen. It rose out of a polite suggest on 
to a newly-appointed Lieutenant-Commander tiat 
the fore-topmast of his tiny gunboat ‘wanted staying 
forward.’ It went on till all the furniture was co n- 
pletely rearranged all ov er the room. (How was I to 
guess that in a few years I should know Simon’s Town 
like the inside of my own pocket, and should give 
much of my life and love to the glorious land around 
it?) 

We parted, my Captain and I, after a farewell picnic, 
among white, blowing sand where natives were blast¬ 
ing and where, of a sudden, a wrathful baboon came 
down the rock-face and halted waist-deep in a bed of 
arum-lilies. ‘We’ll meet again,’ said my Captain, ‘and 
if ever you want a cruise, let me know.’ 

A day or so before my departure for Australia, I 
lunched at an Adderley Street restaurant next to three 
men. One of them, I was told, was Cecil Rhodes, who 
had made the staple of our passengers’ talk on The 
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Moor coming out. It never occurred to me to speak to 
him; and I have often wondered why. . . . 

Her name was The Doric. She was almost empty, 
and she spent twenty-four consecutive days and nights 
trying, all but successfully, to fill her boats at one roll 
and empty them down the saloon skylight the next. 
Sea and sky were equally grey and naked on that 
weary run to Melbourne. Then I found myself in a 
new land with new smells and among people who 
insisted a little too much that they also were new. 
But there are no such things as new people in this 
very old world. 

The leading paper offered me the most distinguished 
honour of describing die Melbourne Cup, but I had 
reported races before and knew it was not in my line. 
I was more interested in the middle-aged men who 
had spent their lives making or managing the land. 
They were direct of speech among each other, and 
talked a political slang new to me. One learned, as one 
always does, more from what they said to each other 
or took for granted in their talk, than one could have 
got at from a hundred questions. And on a warm 
night I attended a Labour Congress, where Labour 
debated whether some much-needed life-boats should 
be allowed to be ordered from England, or whether 
the order should be postponed till life-boats could be 
built in Australia under Labour direction at Labour 
prices. 

Hereafter my memories of Australian travel are 
mixed up with trains transferring me, at unholy 
hours, from one too-exclusive State gauge to another; 
of enormous skies and primitive refreshment-rooms, 
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where I drank hot tea and ate mutton, while now and 
then a hot wind, like the loo of the Punjab, boomed 
out of the emptiness. A hard land, it seemed to me, 
and made harder for themselves by the action of its 
inhabitants, who—it may have been the climate— 
always seemed a bit on edge. 

I went also to Sydney, which was populated by 
leisured multitudes all in their shirt-sleeves and all 
picnicking all the day. They volunteered that tl ey 
were new and young, but would do wonderful thi igs 
some day, which promise they more than kept. T) en 
to Hobart, in Tasmania, to pay my respects to Sir 
George Grey, who had been Governor at Cape To vn 
in the days of the Mutiny. He was very old, very v ise 
and foreseeing, with the gentleness that accompai ies 
a certain sort of strength. 

Then came New Zealand by steamer (one was 
always taking small and rickety coastwise craft across 
those big seas), and at Wellington I was met, precisely 
where warned to expect him, by ‘Pelorus Jack,’ the 
big, white-marked dolphin, who held it his duty to 
escort shipping up the harbour. He enjoyed a special 
protection of the Legislature proclaiming him sacred, 
but, years later, some animal shot and wounded him 
and he was no more seen. Wellington opened another 
world of kindly people, more homogeneous, it struck 
me, than the Australian, large, long-eyelashed, and 
extraordinarily good-looking. Maybe I was preju¬ 
diced, because no less than ten beautiful maidens took 
me for a row in a big canoe by moonlight on the still 
waters of Wellington Harbour, and every one gener¬ 
ally put aside everything for my behoof, instruction, 
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amusement, and comfort. So, indeed, it has always 
been. For which reason I deserve no credit when my 
work happens to be accurate in detail. A friend long 
ago taxed me with having enjoyed the ‘income of a 
Prince and the treatment of an Ambassador,’ and with 
not appreciating it. He even called me, among other 
things, ‘an ungrateful hound.’ But what, I ask you, 
could I have done except go on with my work and 
try to add to the pleasure of those that had found it 
pleasant? One cannot repay the unrepayable by grins 
and handshakes. 

From Wellington I went north towards Auckland 
in a buggy with a small grey mare, and a most taci¬ 
turn driver. It was bush country after rain. We crossed 
a rising river twenty-three times in one day, and came 
out on great plains where wild horses stared at us, and 
caught their feet in long blown manes as they stamped 
and snorted. At one of our halts I was given for dinner 
a roast bird with a skin like pork crackling, but it had 
no wings nor trace of any. It was a kiwi—an apteryx. 
I ought to have saved its skeleton, for few men have 
eaten apteryx. Hereabouts my driver—I had seen the 
like happen in lonely places before—exploded, as 
sometimes solitaries will. We passed a horse’s skull 
beside the track, at which he began to swear horribly 
but without passion. He had, he said, driven and ridden 
past that skull for a very long time. To him it meant 
the lock on the chain of his bondage to circumstance, 
and why the hell did I come along talking about all 
those foreign, far places I had seen? Yet he made me 
go on telling him. 

I had had some notion of sailing from Auckland to 
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visit Robert Louis Stevenson at Samoa, for he had 
done me the honour to write me about some of my 
tales; and moreover I was Eminent Past Master R.L.S. 
Even to-day I would back myself to take seventy-five 
per cent marks in written or viva-voce examination on 
The Wrong Box which, as the Initiated know, is the 
Test Volume of that Degree. I read it first in a sn tall 
hotel in Boston in ’89, when the negro waiter ne; rly 
turned me out of the dining-room for spluttering 0 /er 
my meal. 

But Auckland, soft and lovely in the sunsh ne, 
seemed the end of organised travel; for the cap ain 
of a fruit-boat, which might or might not go to 
Samoa at some time or other, was so devotedly dn ink 
that I decided to turn s< >uth, and work back to In lia. 
All I carried away from the magic town of Auckland 
was the face and voice of a woman who sold me fceer 
at a little hotel there. They stayed at the back of my 
head till ten years later when, in a local train of the 
Cape Town suburbs, I heard a petty officer from 
Simon’s Town telling a companion about a woman 
in New Zealand who ‘never scrupled to help a lame 
duck or put her foot on a scorpion.’ Then—precisely 
as the removal of the key-log in a timber-jam starts 
the whole pile—those words gave me the key to the 
face and voice at Auckland, and a tale called ‘Mrs. 
Bathurst’ slid into my mind, smoothly and orderly as 
floating timber on a bank-high river. 

The South Island, mainly populated by Scots, their 
sheep, and the Devil’s own high winds, I tackled in 
another small steamer, among colder and increasing 
seas. We cleared it at the Last Lamp-post in the World 
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—Invercargill—on a boisterous dark evening, when 
General Booth of the Salvation Army came on board. 
I saw him walking backward in the dusk over the 
uneven wharf, his cloak blown upwards, tulip- 
fashion, over his grey head, while he beat a tam¬ 
bourine in the face of the singing, weeping, praying 
crowd who had come to see him off. 

We stood out, and at once took the South Pacific. 
For the better part of a week we were swept from 
end to end, our poop was split, and a foot or two of 
water smashed through the tiny saloon. I remember 
no set meals. The General’s cabin was near mine, and 
in the intervals between crashes overhead and cata¬ 
racts down below he sounded like a wounded ele¬ 
phant; for he was in every way a big man. 

I saw no more of him till I had picked up my 
P. & O., which also happened to be his, for Colombo 
at Adelaide. Here all the world came out in paddle- 
boats and small craft to speed him on his road to 
India. He spoke to them from our upper deck, and 
one of his gestures—an imperative, repeated, down¬ 
ward sweep of the arm—puzzled me, till I saw that a 
woman crouching on the paddle-box of a crowded 
boat had rucked her petticoats well up to her knees. 
In those days righteous woman ended at the neck and 
instep. Presently, she saw what was troubling the 
General. Her skirts were adjusted and all was peace 
and piety. I talked much with General Booth during 
that voyage. Like the young ass I was, I expressed 
my distaste at his appearance on Invercargill wharf. 
‘Young feller,’ he replied, bending great brows at 
me, ‘if I thought I could win one more soul to the 
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Lord by walking on my head and playing the tam¬ 
bourine with my toes, I’d—I’d learn how.’ 

He had the right of it (‘if by any means I can save 
some’) and I had decency enough to apologise. He 
told me about the beginnings of his mission, and how 
surely he would be in jail were his accounts submitted 
to any sort of official inspection; and how his wor'-i 
must be a one-man despotism with only the Lord for 
supervisor. (Even so spoke Paul and, I am well sun, 
Mohammed.) 

‘Then why,’ I asked, ‘c;m’t you stop your Salvatio 1 
lasses from going out to India and living alone nativ< - 
fashion among natives?’ I told him something < f 
village conditions in Indi i. The despot’s defence w. s 
very human. ‘But what am I to do?’ he demanded. 
‘The girls will go, and one cant stop ’em.’ 

I think this first flare of enthusiasm was rationalised 
later, but not before some good lives had been ex¬ 
pended. I conceived great respect and admiration for 
this man with the head of Isaiah and the fire of the 
Prophet, but, like the latter, rather at sea among 
women. The next time I met him was at Oxford 
when Degrees were being conferred. He strode across 
to me in his Doctor’s robes, which magnificently 
became him, and, ‘Young feller,’ said he, ‘how’s 
your soul?’ 

I have always liked the Salvation Army, of whose 
work outside England I have seen a little. They are, 
of course, open to all the objections urged against 
them by science and the regular creeds: but it seems 
to me that when a soul conceives itself as being reborn 
it may go through agonies both unscientific and un- 


137 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

regulated. Haggard, who had worked with him and 
for the Army on several occasions, told me that for 
sheer luxury of attendance, kindliness, and good-will, 
nothing compared with travel under their care. 

From Colombo I crossed over to the India of the 
extreme south which I did not know, and for four 
days and four nights in the belly of the train could 
not understand one word of the speech around me. 
Then came the open north and Lahore, where I was 
snatching a few days’ visit with my people. They were 
coming ‘Home’ for good soon: so this was my last 
look round the only real home I had yet known. 
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The Committee of Ways and Means 

T hen down to Bombay where my ayah, so old 
but so unaltered, met me with blessings and tears; 
and then to London to be married in January 92 
in the thick of an influenza epidemic, when the und :r- 
takers had run out oTblack horses arid the dead had to 
be content with brown ones. The living were mo; rly 
abed. (We did not know then that this epidemic was 
the first warning that the plague—forgotten ‘or 
generations—was on the move out of Manchuria.] 

All of which touched me as much as it would ; ny 
other young man under like circumstances. My c< >n- 
cern was to get out of the pest-house as soon as might 
be. For was I not a person of substance? Had I not 
several—more than two at least—thousand pounds in 
Fixed Deposits? Had not my own Bank’s Manager 
himself suggested that I might invest some of my 
‘capital’ in, say, indigo? But I preferred to invest once 
more in Cook’s tickets—for two—on a voyage round 
the world. It was all arranged beyond any chance of 
failure. 

So we were married in the church with the pencil- 
pointed steeple at Langham Place—Gosse, Henry 
James, and my cousin Ambrose Poynter being all the 
congregation present—and we parted at the church 
door to the scandal of the Beadle, my wife to ad¬ 
minister medicine to her mother, and I to a wedding 
breakfast with Ambrose Poynter; after which, on 
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returning to collect my wife, I saw, pinned down by 
weights on the rainy pavement as was the custom of 
those untroubled days, a newspaper poster announ¬ 
cing my marriage, which made me feel uncomfortable 
and defenceless. 

And a few days afterwards we were on our magic 
carpet which was to take us round the earth, begin¬ 
ning with Canada deep in snow. Among our wedding 
gifts was a generous silver flask filled with whisky, 
but of incontinent habit. It leaked in the valise where 
it lay with flannel shirts. And it scented the entire 
Pullman from end to end ere we arrived at the cause. 
But by that time all our fellow-passengers were pity¬ 
ing that poor girl who had linked her life to this 
shameless inebriate. Thus in a false atmosphere all of 
our innocent own, we came to Vancouver, where 
with an eye to the future and for proof of wealth we 
bought, or thought we had, twenty acres of a wilder¬ 
ness called North Vancouver, now part of the City. 
But there was a catch in the thing, as we found many 
years later when, after paying taxes on it for ever so 
long, we discovered it belonged to some one else. All 
the consolation we got then from the smiling people 
of Vancouver was: ‘You bought that from Steve, 
did you? Ah-ah, Steve ! You hadn’t ought to ha’ 
bought from Steve. No! Not from Steve.' And thus 
did the good Steve cure us of speculating in real 
estate. 

Then to Yokohama, where we were treated with 
all the kindliness in the world by a man and his wife 
on whom we had no shadow of any claim. They 
made us more than welcome in their house, and saw 
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to it that we should see Japan in wistaria and peony 
time. Here an earthquake (prophetic as it turned out) 
overtook us one hot break of dawn, and we fled out 
into the garden, where a tall cryptomeria waggled its 
insane head back and forth with an ‘I told you so’ 
expression; though not a breath was stirring. A little 
later I went to the Yokohama branch of my Bank jn 
a wet forenoon to draw some of my solid weal h. 
Said the Manager to me ‘Why not take more? It v ill 
be just as easy.’ I answered that I did not care to lu ve 
too much cash at one time in my careless keepi] g, 
but that when I had looked over my accounts I mij ;ht 
come again in the afternoon. I did so; but in t tat 
little space my Bank, the notice on its shut door < x- 
plained, had suspended payment. (Yes, I should h; ve 
done better to have invested my ‘capital’ as its Lond Dn 
Manager had hinted.) 

I returned with my news to my bride of three 
months and a child to be born. Except for what I 
had drawn that morning—the Manager had sailed as 
near to the wind as loyalty permitted—and the un¬ 
expended Cook vouchers, and our personal posses¬ 
sions in our trunks, we had nothing whatever. There 
was an instant Committee of Ways and Means, which 
advanced our understanding of each odier more than 
a cycle of solvent matrimony. Retreat—flight, if you 
like—was indicated. What would Cook return for 
the tickets, not including the price of lost dreams? 
‘Every pound you’ve paid, of course,’ said Cook of 
Yokohama. ‘These things are all luck and—here’s 
your refund.’ 

Back again, then, across the cold North Pacific, 
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through Canada on the heels of the melting snows, 
and to the outskirts of a little New England town 
where my wife’s paternal grandfather (a Frenchman) 
had made his home and estate many years before. 
The country was large-boned, mountainous, wooded, 
and divided into farms of from fifty to two hundred 
barren acres. Roads, sketched in dirt, connected white, 
clap-boarded farm-houses, where the older members 
of the families made shift to hold down the eating 
mortgages. The younger folk had gone elsewhere. 
There were many abandoned houses too; some de¬ 
caying where they stood; others already reduced to 
a stone chimney-stack or mere green dimples still held 
by an undefeated lilac-bush. On one small farm was 
a building known as the Bliss Cottage, generally 
inhabited by a hired man. It was of one storey and a 
half; seventeen feet high to the roof-tree; seventeen 
feet deep and, including the kitchen and wood-shed, 
twenty-seven feet wide over all. Its water-supply was 
a single half-inch lead pipe connecting with a spring 
in the neighbourhood. But it was habitable, and it 
stood over a deep if dampish cellar. Its rent was ten 
dollars or two pounds a month. 

We took it. We furnished it with a simplicity that 
fore-ran the hire-purchase system. We bought, second 
or third hand, a huge, hot-air stove which we installed 
in the cellar. We cut generous holes in our thin floors 
for its eight-inch tin pipes (why we were not burned 
in our beds each week of the winter I never can under¬ 
stand) and we were extraordinarily and self-centredly 
content. 

As the New England summer flamed into autumn 


142 



THE COMMITTEE OF WAYS AND MEANS 

I piled cut spruce boughs all round the draughty 
cottage sill, and helped to put up a tiny roofless 
veranda along one side of it for future needs. When 
winter shut down and sleigh-bells rang all over the 
white world that tucked us in, we counted ourselves 
secure. Sometimes we had a servant. Sometimes she 
would find the solitude too much for her and flee wit i- 
out warning, one even leaving her trunk. This troubl :d 
us not at all. There are always two sides to a pla e, 
and the cleaning of fryin g- and saucepans is as little a 
mystery as the making of comfortable beds. Wh in 
our lead pipe froze, we would slip on our coon-sl in 
coats and thaw it out with a lighted candle. There v as 
no space in the attic b< droom for a cradle, so we 
decided that a trunk-tra\ would be just as good. We 
envied no one—not even when skunks wandered in to 
our cellar and, knowing the nature of the beasts, we 
immobilised ourselves till it should please them to 
depart. 

But our neighbours saw no humour in our pro¬ 
ceedings. Here was a stranger of an unloved race, 
currently reported to ‘make as much as a hundred 
dollars out of a ten-cent bottle of ink,’ and who had 
‘pieces in the papers’ about him, who had married a 
‘Balestier girl.’ Did not her grandmother still live on 
the Balestier place, where ‘old Balestier’ instead of 
farming had built a large house, and there had dined 
late in special raiment, and drunk red wines after the 
custom of the French instead of decent whisky? And 
behold this Britisher, under pretext of having lost 
money, had settled his wife down ‘right among her 
own folk’ in the Bliss Cottage. It was not seemly on 
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the face of it; so they watched as secretively as the 
New England or English peasant can, and what 
toleration they extended to the ‘Britisher’ was solely 
for the sake of ‘the Balestier girl.’ 

But we had received the first shock of our young 
lives at the first crisis in them. The Committee of Ways 
and Means passed a resolution, never rescinded, that 
henceforth, at any price, it must own its collective self 

As money came in from theTsaTe oTbooks and tales, 
the first use we made of it was to buy back Depart¬ 
mental Ditties, Plain Tales, and the six paper-backed 
books that I had sold to get me funds for leaving 
India in ’89. They cost something, but, owning them, 
the Bliss Cottage breathed more comfortably. 

Not till much later did we realise the terrible things 
that ‘folks thought of your doin’s.’ From their point 
of view they were right. Also, they were practical as 
the following will show. 

One day a stranger drove up to the Bliss Cottage. 
The palaver opened thus:— 

‘Kiplin’, ain’t ye?’ 

That was admitted. 

‘Write, don’t ye?’ 

That seemed accurate. (Long pause.) 

‘Thet bein’ so, you’ve got to live to please folk, 
hain’t ye?’ 

That indeed was the raw truth. He sat rigid in the 
buggy and went on. 

‘Thet bein’ so, you’ve got to please to Eve, I 
reckon?’ 

It was true. (I thought of my Adjutant of Volunteers 
at Lahore.) 
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‘Puttin’ it thet way,’ he pursued, ‘we’ll ’low thet, 
by and by, ye cant please. Sickness—accident—any 
darn thing. Then —what’s liable to happen ye—both 
of ye?’ 

I began to see, and he to fumble in his breast 
pocket. 

‘Thet’s where Life Insurance comes in. Na-ow, I 
represent,’ etc. etc. It was beautiful salesmanship. Tl e 
Company was reputable, and I effected my fir.t 
American insurance, Leu< onoe agreeing with Hora< e 
to trust the future as little as possible. 

Other visitors were not so tactful. Reporters can e 
from papers in Boston, which I presume believt d 
itself to be civilised, and demanded interviews. I to d 
them I had nothing to say. ‘If ye hevn’t, guess we [1 
make ye say something.’ No they went away and lied 
copiously, their orders being to ‘get the story.’ This 
was new to me at the time; but the Press had not got 
into its full free stride of later years. 

My workroom in the Bliss Cottage was seven feet 
by eight, and from December to April the snow lay 
level with its window-sill. It chanced that I had 
written a tale about Indian Forestry work which in¬ 
cluded a boy who had been brought up by wolves. 
In the stillness, and suspense, of the winter of’92 some 
memory of the Masonic Lions of my childhood’s 
magazine, and a phrase in Haggard’s Nada the Lily, 
combined with the echo of this tale. After blocking 
out the main idea in my head, the pen took charge, 
and I watched it begin to write stories about Mowgli 
and animals, which later grew into the Jungle Books. 

Once launched there seemed no particular reason to 
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stop, but I had learned to distinguish between the 
peremptory motions of my Daemon, and the ‘carry¬ 
over’ or induced electricity, which comes of what you 
might call mere ‘frictional’ writing. Two tales, I re¬ 
member, I threw away and was better pleased with 
the remainder. More to the point, my Father thought 
well of the workmanship. 

My first child and daughter was bom in three foot 
of snow on the night of December 29th, 1892. Her 
Mother’s birthday being the 31st and mine the 30th 
of the same month, we congratulated her on her sense 
of the fitness of things, and she throve in her trunk- 
tray in the sunshine on the little plank veranda. Her 
birth brought me into contact with the best friend I 
made in New England—Dr. Conland. 

It seemed that the Bliss Cottage might be getting a 
little congested, so, in the following spring, the Com¬ 
mittee of Ways and Means ‘considered a field and 
bought it’—as much as ten whole acres—on a rocky 
hillside looking across a huge valley to Wantastiquet, 
the wooded mountain across the Connecticut river. 

That summer there came out of Quebec Jean Pigeon 
with nine other habitants who put up a wooden shed 
for their own accommodation in what seemed twenty 
minutes, and then set to work to build us a house 
which we called ‘Naulakha.’ Ninety feet was the 
length of it and thirty the width, on a high foundation 
of solid mortared rocks which gave us an airy and a 
skunk-proof basement. The rest was wood, shingled, 
roof and sides, with dull green hand-split shingles, and 
the windows were lavish and wide. Lavish, too, was 
the long open attic, as I realised when too late. Pigeon 
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asked me whether I would have it finished in ash or 
cherry. Ignorant that I was, I chose ash, and so missed 
a stretch of perhaps the most satisfying interior wood 
that is grown. Those were opulent days, when timber 
was nothing regarded, and the best of cabinet-work 
could be had for little money. 

Next, we laid out a long drive to the road. Thi 
needed dynamite to soft :n its grades and a mos 
mellow plumber brought up many sticks of it al 
rattling about under his buggy-seat among the tamp 
ing-rods. We dived, like w oodchucks, into the neares 
deepest hole. Next, needing water, we sunk a five 
inch shaft three hundred foot into the New Englarn 
granite, which nowhere was less than three, thougl 
some say thirty, thousand foot thick. Over that wi 
set a windmill, which gave us not enough water am 
moaned and squeaked o’ nights. So we knocked on: 
its lowest bolts, hitched on two yoke of bullocks, and 
overthrew it, as it might have been the Vendome 
Column: thus spiritually recouping ourselves for at 
least half the cost of erection. A low-power atmo¬ 
spheric pump, which it was my disgustful duty to 
oil, was its successor. These experiences gave us both 
a life-long taste for playing with timber, stone, con¬ 
crete, and such delightful things. 

Horses were an integral part of our lives, for the 
Bliss Cottage was three miles from the little town, 
and half a mile from the house in building. Our 
permanent servitor was a big, philosophical black 
called Marcus Aurelius, who waited in the buggy as 
cars wait to-day, and when weary of standing up 
would carefully lie down and go to sleep between 
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his shafts. After we had finished with him, we tied 
his reins short and sent him in charge of the buggy 
alone down the road to his stable-door, where he 
resumed his slumbers till some one came to undress 
him and put him to bed. There was a small mob of 
other horses about the landscape, including a meek 
old stallion with a permanently lame leg, who passed 
the evening of his days in a horse-power machine 
which cut wood for us. 

I tried to give something of the fun and flavour of 
those days in a story called ‘A Walking Delegate’ 
where all the characters are from horse-life. 

The wife’s passion, I discovered, was driving 
trotters. It chanced that our first winter in ‘Nau- 
lakha’ she went to look at the new patent safety 
heating-stove, which blew flame in her face and burnt 
it severely. She recovered slowly, and Dr. Conland 
suggested that she needed a tonic. I had been in treaty 
for a couple of young, seal-brown, full brother and 
sister Morgans, good for a three-mile clip, and, on 
Conland’s hint, concluded the deal. When I told the 
wife, she thought it would console her to try them 
and, that same afternoon, leaving one eye free of the 
bandages, she did so in three foot of snow and a failing 
light, while I suffered beside her. But Nip and Tuck 
were perfect roadsters and the ‘tonic’ succeeded. After 
that they took us all over the large countryside. 

It would be hard to exaggerate the loneliness and 
sterility of life on the farms. The land was denud¬ 
ing itself of its accustomed inhabitants, and their 
places had not yet been taken by the wreckage of 
Eastern Europe or the wealthy city folk who later 
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bought ‘pleasure farms.’ What might have become 
characters, powers, and attributes perverted them¬ 
selves in that desolation as cankered trees throw out 
branches akimbo, and strange faiths and cruelties, 
born of solitude to the edge of insanity, flourished 
like lichen on sick bark. 

One day-long excursion up the flanks ofWantast.- 
quet, our guardian mountain across the river, brougl t 
us to a farm-house where we were welcomed by tl e 
usual wild-eyed, flat-fronted woman of the plao ■. 
Looking over sweeps of emptiness, we saw oi r 
‘Naulakha’ riding on its hillside like a little boat c i 
the flank of a far wave. Said the woman, fiercely: ‘I e 
you the new lights ’crost rhe valley yonder? Ye don t 
know what a comfort they’ve been to me this winte *. 
Ye aren’t ever goin’ to shroud ’em up—or be ye?’ So, 
as long as we lived there, that broad side of ‘Nai.- 
lakha’ which looked her-ward was always nakedly lit. 

In the little town where we shopped there was an¬ 
other atmosphere. Vermont was by tradition a ‘Dry’ 
State. For that reason, one found in almost every 
office the water-bottle and thick tooth-glass displayed 
openly, and in discreet cupboards or drawers the 
whisky bottle. Business was conducted and concluded 
with gulps of raw spirit, followed by a pledget of ice- 
cold water. Then, both parties chewed cloves, but 
whether to defeat the Law, which no one ever re¬ 
garded, or to deceive their women-folk, of whom 
they went in great fear (they were mostly educated 
up to College age by spinsters), I do not know. 

But a promising scheme for a Country Club had to 
be abandoned because many men who would by right 
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belong to it could not be trusted with a full whisky 
bottle. On the farms, of course, men drank cider, of 
various strengths, and sometimes achieved almost 
maniacal forms of drunkenness. The whole business 
seemed to me as unwholesomely furtive and false as 
many aspects of American life at that time. 

Administratively, there was unlimited and meti¬ 
culous legality, with a multiplication of semi-judicial 
offices and titles; but of law-abidingness, or of any 
conception of what that implied, not a trace. Very 
little in business, transportation, or distribution, that 
I had to deal with, was sure, punctual, accurate, or 
organised. But this they neither knew nor would have 
believed though angels affirmed it. Ethnologically, 
immigrants were coming into the States at about a 
million head a year. They supplied the cheap—almost 
slave—labour, lacking which all wheels would have 
stopped, and they were handled with a callousness 
that horrified me. The Irish had passed out of the 
market into ‘politics’ which suited their instincts of 
secrecy, plunder, and anonymous denunciation. The 
Italians were still at work, laying down trams, but 
were moving up, via small shops and curious activities, 
to the dominant position which they now occupy in 
well-organised society. The German, who had pre¬ 
ceded even the Irish, counted himself a full-blooded 
American, and looked down gutturally on what he 
called ‘foreign trash.’ Somewhere in the background, 
though he did not know it, was the ‘representative’ 
American, who traced his blood through three or four 
generations and who, controlling nothing and affect¬ 
ing less, protested that the accepted lawlessness of fife 
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was not ‘representative’ of his country, whose moral, 
aesthetic, and literary champion he had appointed 
himself. He said, too, almost automatically, that all 
foreign elements could and would soon be ‘assimi¬ 
lated’ into ‘good Americans.’ And not a soul cared 
what he said or how he said it! They were makiig 
or losing money. 

The political background of the land was mor o- 
tonous. When the people looked, which was seldo n, 
outside their own borders, England was still the di rk 
and dreadful enemy to be feared and guarded agair st. 
The Irish, whose other creed is Hate; the history bo< ks 
in the Schools; the Orators; the eminent Senators; a id 
above all the Press; saw to that. Now John Hay, c ne 
of the very few Amerii an Ambassadors to Engla id 
with two sides to their heads, had his summer house 
a few hours north by rail from us. On a visit to him, 
we discussed the matter. His explanation was con¬ 
vincing. I quote the words which stayed textually in 
my memory. ‘America’s hatred of England is the 
hoop round the forty-four (as they were then) staves 
of the Union.’ He said it was the only standard pos¬ 
sible to apply to an enormously variegated population. 
‘So—when a man comes up out of the sea, we say to 
him: “See that big bully over there in the East? He’s 
England! Hate him, and you’re a good American.” ’ 

On the principle, ‘if you can’t keep a love affair 
going, start a row,’ this is reasonable. At any rate the 
belief lifted on occasion the overwhelming vacuity of 
the national life into some contact with imponderable 
externals. 

But how thoroughly the doctrine was exploited I 
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did not realise till we visited Washington in ’95, where 
I met Theodore Roosevelt, then Under-Secretary (I 
never caught the name of the Upper) to the U.S. 
Navy. I liked him from the first and largely believed 
in him. He would come to our hotel, and thank God 
in a loud voice that he had not one drop of British 
blood in him; his ancestry being Dutch, and his creed 
conforming-Dopper, I think it is called. Naturally I 
told him nice tales about his Uncles and Aunts in 
South Africa—only I called them Ooms and Tan ties 
—who esteemed themselves the sole lawful Dutch 
under the canopy and dismissed Roosevelt’s stock for 
‘Verdomder Hollanders.’ Then he became really elo¬ 
quent, and we would go off to the Zoo together, 
where he talked about grizzlies that he had met. It 
was laid on him, at that time, to furnish his land with 
an adequate Navy; the existing collection of unrelated 
types and casual purchases being worn out. I asked 
him how he proposed to get it, for the American 
people did not love taxation. ‘Out of you,’ was the 
disarming reply. And so—to some extent—it was. 
The obedient and instructed Press explained how 
England — treacherous and jealous as ever —only 
waited round the corner to descend on the unpro¬ 
tected coasts of Liberty, and to that end was preparing, 
etc. etc. etc. (This in ’95 when England had more 
than enough hay on her own trident to keep her 
busy!) But the trick worked, and all the Orators and 
Senators gave tongue, like the Hannibal Chollops that 
they were. I remember the wife of a Senator who, 
apart from his politics, was very largely civilised, 
invited me to drop into the Senate and listen to her 
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spouse ‘twisting the Lion’s tail.’ It seemed an odd sort 
of refreshment to offer a visitor. I could not go, but 
I read his speech. [At the present time (autumn *35) I 
have also read with interest the apology offered by 
an American Secretary of State to Nazi Germany 
for unfavourable comments on that land by a New 
York Police Court Judge.] But those were grea 
and spacious and friendly days in Washington whicl 
—politics apart—Allah had not altogether deprivet 
of a sense of humour; and the food was a thing t< > 
dream of. 

Through Roosevelt I met Professor Langley of th : 
Smithsonian, an old man who had designed a mod( l 
aeroplane driven—for petrol had not yet arrived—b' • 
a miniature flash-boiler engine, a marvel of delicat: 
craftsmanship. It flew on trial over two hundred 
yards, and drowned itself in the waters of the Poto - 
mac, which was cause of great mirth and humour to 
the Press of his country. Langley took it coolly enough 
and said to me that, though he would never live till 
then, I should see the aeroplane established. 

The Smithsonian, specially on the ethnological side, 
was a pleasant place to browse in. Every nation, like 
every individual, walks in a vain show—else it could 
not live with itself—but I never got over the wonder 
of a people who, having extirpated the aboriginals of 
their continent more completely than any modem 
race had ever done, honestly believed that they were 
a godly little New England community, setting ex¬ 
amples to brutal mankind. This wonder I used to 
explain to Theodore Roosevelt, who made the glass 
cases of Indian relics shake with his rebuttals. 
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The next time I met him was in England, not long 
after his country had acquired the Philippines, and he 
—like an elderly lady with one babe—yearned to 
advise England on colonial administration. His views 
were sound enough, for his subject was Egypt as it 
was beginning to be then, and his text ‘Govern or get 
out.’ He consulted several people as to how far he 
could go. I assured him that the English would take 
anything from him, but were racially immune to 
advice. 

I never met him again, but we corresponded 
through the years when he ‘jumped’ Panama from 
a brother-President there whom he described as 
‘Pithecanthropoid,’ and also during the War, in the 
course of which I met two of his delightful sons. My 
own idea of him was that he was a much bigger man 
than his people understood or, at that time, knew how 
to use, and that he and they might have been better 
off had he been bom twenty years later. 

Meantime, our lives went on at the Bliss Cottage 
and, so soon as it was built, at ‘Naulakha.’ To the 
former one day came Sam McClure, credited with 
being the original of Stevenson’s Pinkerton in The 
Wrecker , but himself, far more original. He had been 
everything from a pedlar to a tin-type photographer 
along the highways, and had held intact his ^genius 
and simplicity. He entered, alight with the notion for 
aTnew'Magazine to be called ‘McClure’s.’ I think the 
talk lasted some twelve—or it may have been seven¬ 
teen—hours, before the notion was fully hatched out. 
He, like Roosevelt, was in advance of his age, for he 
looked rather straightly at practices and impostures 
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which were in the course of being sanctified because 
they paid. People called it ‘muck-raking’ at the time, 
and it seemed to do no sort of good. I liked and ad¬ 
mired McClure more than a litde, for he was one of 
the few with whom three and a half words serve for 
a sentence, and as clean and straight as spring water. 
Nor did I like him less when he made a sporting off ;r 
to take all my output for the next few years at wb it 
looked like fancy rates. Put the Committee ofWa/s 
and Means decided that futures were not to be de; It 
in. (I here earnestly commend to the attention of t ie 
ambitious young a text in the thirty-third chapter >f 
Ecclesiasticus which run'.: 1 As long as thou livest a id 
hast breath in thee, give not thyself over to any.’) 

To ‘Naulakha,’ on a wet day, came from Scribne’s 
of New York a large young man called Frank Doubl s- 
day, with a proposal, among other things, for a com¬ 
plete edition of my then works. One accepts or refuses 
things that really matter on personal and illogical 
grounds. We took to that young man at sight, and 
he and his wife became of our closest friends. In due 
time, when he was building up what turned into the 
great firm of Doubleday, Page & Co., and later 
Doubleday, Doran & Co., I handed over the Ameri¬ 
can side of my business to him. Whereby I escaped 
many distractions for the rest of my life. Thanks to 
the large and intended gaps in the American Copy¬ 
right law, much could be done by the enterprising 
not only to steal, which was natural, but to add to 
and interpolate and embellish the thefts with stuff I 
had never written. At first this annoyed me, but later 
I laughed; and Frank Doubleday chased the pirates up 


155 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

with cheaper and cheaper editions, so that their thefts 
became less profitable. There was no more pretence 
to morality in these gentlemen than in their brethren, 
the bootleggers of later years. As a pillar of the Copy¬ 
right League (even he could not see the humour of it) 
once said, when I tried to bring him to book for a 
more than usually flagrant trespass: ‘We thought 
there was money in it, so we did it.’ It was, you see, 
his religion. By and large I should say that American 
pirates have made, say, half as many dollars out of my 
stuff as I am occasionally charged with having ‘made’ 
out of the legitimate market in that country. 

Into this queer life the Father came to see how we 
fared, and we two went wandering into Quebec, 
where, the temperature being 95 and all the world 
dressed all over after the convention of those days, 
the Father was much amazed. Then we visited at 
Boston his old friend, Charles Eliot Norton of Har¬ 
vard, whose daughters I had known at ‘The Grange’ 
in my boyhood and since. They were Brahmins of 
the Boston Brahmins, living delightfully, but Norton 
himself, full of forebodings as to the future of his 
land’s soul, felt the established earth sliding under 
him, as horses feel coming earth-tremors. 

He told us a tale of old days in New England. He 
and another Professor, wandering round the country 
in a buggy and discussing high and moral matters, 
halted at the farm of an elderly farmer well known 
to them, who, in the usual silence of New England, 
set about getting the horse a bucket of water. The 
two men in the buggy went on with their discussion, 
in the course of which one of them said: ‘Well, 
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according to Montaigne,’ and gave a quotation. 
Voice from the horse’s head, where the farmer was 
holding the bucket: ‘’Tweren’t Montaigne said that. 
’Twere Mon-tes-ki-ew.’ And ’twas. 

That, said Norton, was in the middle or late 
’Seventies. We two wandered about the back of 
Shady Hill in a buggy, but nothing of that amazii ig 
kind befell us. And Norton spoke of Emerson ai id 
Wendell Holmes and Longfellow and the Alcotts ai id 
other influences of the past as we returned to his librai y, 
and he browsed aloud among his books; for he wa a 
scholar among scholars. 

But what struck me, and he owned to something Df 
the same feeling, was the apparent waste and ineffet t- 
iveness, in the face of the foreign inrush, of all t le 
indigenous effort of the past generation. It was th;n 
that I first began to wonder whether Abraham Lin¬ 
coln had not killed rather too many autochthonous 
‘Americans’ in the Civil War, for the benefit of their 
hastily imported Continental supplanters. This is 
black heresy, but I have since met men and women 
who have breathed it. The weakest of die old-type 
immigrants had been sifted and salted by the long 
sailing-voyage of those days. But steam began in the 
later’Sixties and early ’Seventies, when human cargoes 
could be delivered with all their imperfections and 
infections in a fortnight or so. And one million more- 
or-less acclimatised Americans had been killed. 

Somehow or other, between ’92 and ’96 we 
managed to pay two flying visits to England, where 
my people were retired and lived in Wiltshire; and 
we learned to loathe the cold North Adantic more 
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and more. On one trip our steamer came almost atop 
of a whale, who submerged just in time to clear us, 
and looked up into my face with an unforgettable 
little eye the size of a bullock’s. Eminent Masters 
R.L.S. will remember what William Dent Pitman 
saw of ‘haughty and indefinable’ in the hairdresser’s 
waxen model. When I was illustrating the Just So 
Stories , I remembered and strove after that eye. 

We went once or twice to Gloucester, Mass., on a 
summer visit, when I attended the annual Memorial 
Service to the men drowned or lost in the cod-fishing 
schooners fleet. Gloucester was then the metropolis of 
that industry. 

Now our Dr. Conland had served in that fleet when 
he was young. One thing leading to another, as hap¬ 
pens in this world, I embarked on a little book which 
was called Captains Courageous. My part was the 
writing; his the details. This book took us (he rejoi¬ 
cing to escape from the dread respectability of our 
little town) to the shore-front, and the old T-wharf of 
Boston Harbour, and to queer meals in sailors’ eating- 
houses, where he renewed his youth among ex-ship¬ 
mates or their kin. We assisted hospitable tug-masters 
to help haul three- and four-stick schooners of Poca¬ 
hontas coal all round the harbour; we boarded every 
craft that looked as if she might be useful, and we 
delighted ourselves to the limit of delight. Charts we 
got—old and new—and the crude implements of 
navigation such as they used off the Banks, and a 
battered boat-compass, still a treasure with me. (Also, 
by pure luck, I had sight of the first sickening uprush 
and vomit of iridescent coal-dusted water into the 
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hold of a ship, a crippled iron hulk, sinking at her 
moorings.) And Conland took large cod and the 
appropriate knives with which they are prepared for 
the hold, and demonstrated anatomically and surgi¬ 
cally so that I could make no mistake about treat¬ 
ing them in print. Old tales, too, he dug up, and the 
lists of dead and gone schooners whom he had loved, 
and I revelled in profligate abundance of detail—no t 
necessarily for publication but for the joy of it. An l 
he sent me—may he be forgiven!—out on a pollock - 
fisher, which is ten tin tes fouler than any cod - 
schooner, and I was immortally sick, even thoug 1 
they tried to revive me with a fragment of unfres 1 
pollock. 

As though this were noc enough, when, at the en 1 
of my tale, I desired that some of my characters shoul 1 
pass from San Francisco to New York in record time, 
and wrote to a railway magnate of my acquaintance 
asking what he himself would do, that most excellent 
man sent a fully worked-out time-table, with water¬ 
ing halts, changes of engine, mileage, track conditions, 
and climates, so that a corpse could not have gone 
wrong in the schedule. My characters arrived trium¬ 
phantly; and, then, a real live railway magnate was so 
moved after reading the book that he called out his 
engines and called out his men, hitched up his own 
private car, and set himself to beat my time on paper 
over the identical route, and succeeded. Yet the book 
was not all reporterage. I wanted to see if I could 
catch and hold something of a rather beautiful localised 
American atmosphere that was already beginning to 
fade. Thanks to Conland I came near this. 
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A million—or it may have been only forty—years 
later, a Super-film Magnate was in treaty with me 
for the film rights of this book. At the end of the 
sitting, my Daemon led me to ask if it were proposed 
to introduce much ‘sex appeal’ into the great work. 
‘Why, certainly,’ said he. Now a happily married 
lady cod-fish lays about three million eggs at one 
confinement. I told him as much. He said: ‘Is that 
so?’ And went on about ‘ideals.’ . . . Conland had 
been long since dead, but I prayed that wherever he 
was, he might have heard. 

And so, in this unreal life, indoors and out, four 
years passed, and a good deal of verse and prose saw 
the light. Better than all, I had known a corner of the 
United States as a householder, which is the only way 
of getting at a country. Tourists may carry away im¬ 
pressions, but it is the seasonal detail of small things 
and doings (such as putting up fly-screens and stove¬ 
pipes, buying yeast-cakes and being lectured by your 
neighbours) that bite in the lines of mental pictures. 
They were an interesting folk, but behind their 
desperate activities lay always, it seemed to me, im¬ 
mense and unacknowledged boredom—the dead¬ 
weight of material things passionately worked up 
into Gods, that only bored their worshippers more 
and worse and longer. The intellectual influences of 
their Continental immigrants were to come later. At 
this time they were still more or less connected with 
the English tradition and schools, and the Semitic 
strain had not yet been uplifted in a too-much-at- 
ease Zion. So far as I was concerned, I felt the atmo¬ 
sphere was to some extent hostile. The idea seemed to 
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be that I was ‘making money’ out of America—wit¬ 
ness the new house and the horses—and was not 
sufficiently grateful for my privileges. My visits to 
England and the talk there persuaded me that the 
English scene might be shifting to some new develop¬ 
ments, which would be worth watching. A meeting 
of the Committee of Ways and Means came to the 
conclusion that ‘Naulakha,’ desirable as it was, meant 
only ‘a house’ and not ‘Tin House’ of our dreams. So 
we loosed hold and, widi another small daughter, 
born in the early spring sm >ws and beautifully tanned 
in a sumptuous upper veranda, we took ship foi 
England, after clearing up all our accounts. As 
Emerson wrote:— 

Wilt thou seal up die avenues of ill? 

Pay every debt as if God wrote the bill. 

The spring of ’96 saw us in Torquay, where we 
found a house for our heads that seemed almost too 
good to be true. It was large and bright, with big 
rooms each and all open to the sun, the grounds em¬ 
bellished with great trees and the warm land dipping 
southerly to the clean sea under the Marychurch cliffs. 
It had been inhabited for thirty years by three old 
maids. We took it hopefully. Then we made two 
notable discoveries. Everybody was learning to ride 
things called ‘bicycles.’ In Torquay there was a 
circular cinder-track where, at stated hours, men and 
women rode solemnly round and round on them. 
Tailors supplied special costumes for this sport. Some 
one—I think it was Sam McClure from America— 
had given us a tandem bicycle, whose double steer- 
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ing-bars made good dependence for continuous 
domestic quarrel. On this devil’s toast-rack we took 
exercise, each believing that the other liked it. We 
even rode it through the idle, empty lanes, and would 
pass or overtake without upset several carts in several 
hours. But, one fortunate day, it skidded, and de¬ 
canted us on to the road-metal. Almost before we 
had risen from our knees, we made mutual con¬ 
fession of our common loathing of wheels, pushed 
die Hell-Spider home by hand, and rode it no 
more. 

The other revelation came in the shape of a growing 
depression which enveloped us both—a gathering 
blackness of mind and sorrow of the heart, that each 
put down to the new, soft climate and, without telling 
the other, fought against for long weeks. It was the 
Feng-shui—die Spirit of the house itself—that darkened 
the sunshine and fell upon us every time we entered, 
checking die very words on our lips. 

A talk about a doubtful cistern brought another 
mutual confession. ‘But I thought you liked the 
place?’ ‘But I made sure you did,’ was the burden 
of our litanies. Using the cistern for a stalking-horse, 
we paid forfeit and fled. More dian thirty years 
later on a motor-trip we ventured down the steep 
little road to that house, and met, almost unchanged, 
the gardener and his wife in the large, open, sunny 
stable-yard, and, quite unchanged, the same brooding 
Spirit of deep, deep Despondency within the open, 
lit rooms. 

But while we were at Torquay there came to me 
the idea of beginning some tracts or parables on the 
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education of the young. These, for reasons honestly 
beyond my control, turned themselves into a series 
of tales called Stalky & Co. My very dear Head¬ 
master, Cormell Price, who had now turned into 
‘Uncle Crom’ or just ‘Crommy,’ paid a visit at the 
time and we discussed school things generally. He 
said, with the chuckle that I had reason to know, that 
my tracts would be some dme before they came to 
their own. On their appearance they were regarded 
as irreverent, not true to hie, and rather ‘brutal.’ This 
led me to wonder, not for the first time, at which 
end of their carcasses grown men keep their school 
memories. 

Talking things over with ‘Crommy,’ I reviled him 
for the badness and scantiness of our food at West¬ 
ward Ho! To which he replied: ‘We-el! For one 
thing, we were all as poor as church mice. Can you 
remember any one who had as much as a bob a week 
pocket-money? I can’t. For another, a boy who is 
always hungry is more interested in his belly than in 
anything else.’ (In the Boer War I learned that the 
virtue in a battalion living on what is known as ‘Two 
and a half’—Army biscuits—a day is severe.) Speaking 
of sickness and epidemics, which were unknown to 
us, he said: ‘I expect you were healthy because you 
lived in the open almost as much as Dartmoor ponies.’ 
Stalky & Co. became the illegitimate ancestor of 
several stories of school-life whose heroes lived 
through experiences mercifully denied to me. It is 
still read (’35) and I maintain it is a truly valuable 
collection of tracts. 

Our flight from Torquay ended almost by instinct 
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at Rottingdean where the beloved Aunt and Uncle 
had their holiday house, and where I had spent my 
very last days before sailing for India fourteen years 
back. In 1882 there had been but one daily bus from 
Brighton, which took forty minutes; and when a 
stranger appeared on the village green the native 
young would stick out their tongues at him. The 
Downs poured almost direct into the one village 
street and lay out eastward unbroken to Russia Hill 
above Newhaven. It was little altered in ’96. My 
cousin, Stanley Baldwin, had married the eldest 
daughter of the Ridsdales out of ‘The Dene’—the big 
house that flanked one side of the green. My Uncle’s 
‘North End House’ commanded the other, and a third 
house opposite the church was waiting to be taken 
according to the decrees of Fate. The Baldwin 
marriage, then, made us free of the joyous young 
brotherhood and sisterhood of ‘The Dene,’ and its 
friends. 

The Aunt and the Uncle had said to us: ‘Let the child 
that is coming to you be bom in our house,’ and had 
effaced themselves till my son John arrived on a warm 
August night of ’97, under what seemed every good 
omen. Meantime, we had rented by direct inter¬ 
position of Fate that third house opposite the church 
on the green. It stood in a sort of litde island behind 
flint walls which we then thought were high enough, 
and almost beneath some big ilex trees. It was small, 
none too well built, but cheap, and so suited us who 
still remembered a litde affair at Yokohama. Then 
there grew up great happiness between ‘The Dene,’ 
‘North End House,’ and ‘The Elms.’ One could throw 
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a cricket-ball from any one house to the other, but, 
beyond turning out at 2 a.m. to help a silly foxhound 
puppy who had stuck in a drain, I do not remember 
any violent alarms and excursions other than packing 
farm-carts filled with mixed babies—Stanley Baldwin’s 
and ours—and despatching them into the safe clear 
heart of the motherly Downs for jam-smeared picnics, 
Those Downs moved me to write some verses called 
‘Sussex.’ To-day, from Rottingdean to Newhaven i: 
almost fully developed suburb, of great horror. 

When the Burne-Jones' returned to their owr 
‘North End House,’ all was more than well. M) 
Uncle’s world was naturally not mine, but his heart 
and brain were large enough to take in any universe, 
and in the matter of doing one’s own work in one’s 
own way he had no doubts. His golden laugh, his 
delight in small things, and the perpetual war of 
practical jokes that waged between us, was refresh¬ 
ment after working hours. And when we cousins, 
Phil, his son, Stanley Baldwin and I, went to the beach 
and came back with descriptions of fat bathers, he 
would draw them, indescribably swag-bellied, wal¬ 
lowing in the surf. Those were exceedingly good days, 
and one’s work came easily and fully. 

Now even in the Bliss Cottage I had a vague notion 
of an Irish boy, bom in India and mixed up with 
native life. I went as far as to make him the son of a 
private in an Irish Battalion, and christened him ‘Kim 
of the ’Rishti’—short, that is, for Irish. This done, I 
felt like Mr. Micawber that I had as good as paid 
that I.O.U. on the future, and went after other tilings 
for some years. 
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In the meantime my people had left India for good, 
and were established in a small stone house near Tis- 
bury, Wilts. It possessed a neat little stone-walled 
stable with a shed or two, all perfectly designed for 
clay and plaster of Paris works, which are not desired 
indoors. Later, the Father put up a tin tabernacle which 
he had thatched, and there disposed his drawing port¬ 
folios, big photo and architectural books, gravers, 
modelling-tools, paints, siccatives, varnishes, and the 
hundred other don’t-you-touch-’ems that every right- 
minded man who works with his hands naturally 
collects. (These matters are detailed because they all 
come into the story.) 

Within short walk of him lay ‘Fonthill,’ the great 
house of Alfred Morrison, millionaire and collector 
of all manner of beautiful things, his wife contenting 
herself with mere precious and sub-precious stones. 
And my Father was free of all these treasures, and 
many others in such houses as ‘Clouds,’ where the 
Wyndhams lived, a few miles away. I think that both 
he and my Mother were happy in their English years, 
for they knew exactly what they did not want; and I 
knew that when I came over to see them I had no 
need to sing: ‘Backward, turn backward, O Time, in 
your flight.’ 

In a gloomy, windy autumn Kim came back to me 
with insistence, and I took it to be smoked over with 
my Father. Under our united tobaccos it grew like 
the Djinn released from the brass bottle, and the more 
we explored its possibilities the more opulence of 
detail did we discover. I do not know what pro¬ 
portion of an iceberg is below water-line, but Kim as 
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it finally appeared was about one-tenth of what the 
first lavish specification called for. 

As to its form there was but one possible to the 
author, who said that what was good enough for 
Cervantes was good enough for him. To whom the 
Mother: ‘Don’t you stand in your wool-boots hidii g 
behind Cervantes with me l You know you couldr’t 
make a plot to save your soul.’ 

So I went home much fortified and Kim took ca e 
of himself. The only trouble was to keep him with n 
bounds. Between us, we knew every step, sight, ar d 
smell on his casual road, as well as all the persons 1 e 
met. Once only, as I remember, did I have to both r 
the India Office, where there are four acres of bool s 
and documents in the basements, for a certain wore 
on Indian magic which I always sincerely regret th; t 
I could not steal. They fuss about receipts there. 

At ‘The Elms,’ Rottingdean, the sou’-wester raged 
day and night, till the silly windows jiggled their 
wedges loose. (Which was why the Committee 
vowed never to have a house of their own with up- 
and-down windows. Cf. Charles Reade on that sub¬ 
ject.) But I was quite unconcerned. I had my Eastern 
sunlight and if I wanted more I could get it at ‘The 
Gables,’ Tisbury. At last I reported Kim finished. ‘Did 
it stop, or you?’ the Father asked. And when I told 
him that it was It, he said: ‘Then it oughtn’t to be too 
bad.’ 

He would take no sort of credit for any of his 
suggestions, memories, or confirmations—not even 
for that single touch of the low-driving sunlight 
which makes luminous every detail in the picture of 
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the Grand Trunk Road at eventide. The Himalayas 
I painted all by myself, as the children say. So also the 
picture of the Lahore Museum of which I had once 
been Deputy Curator for six weeks—unpaid but im¬ 
mensely important. And there was a half-chapter of 
the Lama sitting down in the blue-green shadows 
at the foot of a glacier, telling Kim stories out of 
the Jatakas, which was truly beautiful but, as my old 
Classics master would have said, ‘otiose,’ and it was 
removed almost with tears. 

But the crown of the fun came when (in 1902) was 
issued an illustrated edition of my works, and the 
Father attended to Kim. He had the notion of making 
low-relief plaques and photographing them after¬ 
wards. Here it was needful to catch the local photo¬ 
grapher, who, till then, had specialised in privates of 
the Line with plastered hair and skin-tight uniforms, 
and to lead him up the strenuous path of photograph¬ 
ing dead things so that they might show a little life. 
The man was a bit bewildered at first, but he had a 
teacher of teachers, and so grew to understand. The 
incidental muck-heaps in the stable-yard were quite 
noticeable, though a loyal housemaid fought them 
broom-and-bucket, and Mother allowed messy half- 
bom ‘sketches’ to be dumped by our careless hands 
on sofas and chairs. Naturally when he got his final 
proofs he was sure that ‘it all ought to be done again 
from the beginning,’ which was rather how I felt 
about the letterpress, but, if it be possible, he and I 
will do that in a better world, and on a scale to amaze 
Archangels. 

There is one picture that I remember of him in the 
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tin tabernacle, hunting big photos of Indian archi¬ 
tecture for some utterly trivial detail in a comer of 
some plaque. He looked up as I came in and, rubbing 
his beard and carrying on his own thought, quoted: 
‘If you get simple beauty and naught else, You get 
about the best thing God invents.’ It is the greatest of 
my many blessings that I was given grace to know 
them at the time, instead of having them brought to 
my remorseful notice too late. 

I expect that is why I am perhaps a little impatient 
over the Higher Cannibalism as practised to-day. 

And so much for Kim which has stood up foi 
thirty-five years. There w as a good deal of beauty 
in it, and not a little wisdom; the best In Both sorts 
being owed to my Father. 

A great, but frightening, honour came to me when 
I was thirty-three (1897) and was elected to the 
Athenaeum under Rule Two, which provides for 
admitting distinguished persons without ballot. I took 
counsel with Burne-Jones as to what to do. ‘I don’t 
dine there often,’ said he. ‘It frightens me rather, but 
we’ll tackle it together.’ And on a night appointed 
we went to that meal. So far as I recall we were the 
only people in that big dining-room, for in those days 
the Athenaeum, till one got to know it, was rather 
like a cathedral between services. But at any rate I 
had dined there, and hung my hat on Peg 33. (I have 
shifted it since.) Before long I realised that if one 
wanted to know anything from forging an anchor to 
forging antiquities one would find the world’s ulti¬ 
mate expert in the matter at lunch. I managed to be 
taken into a delightful window-table, pre-empted by 
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an old General, who had begun life as a Middy in the 
Crimea before he entered the Guards. In his later 
years he was a fearless yachtsman, as well as several 
other things, and he dealt faithfully with me when 
I made technical errors in any tale of mine that in¬ 
terested him. I grew very fond of him, and of four 
or five others who used that table. 

One afternoon, I remember, Parsons of the Turbinia 
asked if I would care to see a diamond burned. The 
demonstration took place in a room crammed with 
wires and electric cells (I forget what their aggregate 
voltage was) and all went well for a while. The dia¬ 
mond’s tip bubbled like cauliflower au gratin. Then 
there was a flash and a crash, and we were on the floor 
in darkness. But, as Parsons said, that was not the 
diamond’s fault. 

Among other pillars of the dear, dingy, old down¬ 
stairs billiard-room was Hercules Read, of the British 
Museum on the Eastern Antiquities side. Externally, 
he was very handsome, but his professional soul was 
black, even for that of a Curator—and my Father had 
been a Curator. (Note. It is entirely right that the 
English should mistrust and disregard all the Arts and 
most of the Sciences, for on that indifference rests their 
moral grandeur, but their starvation in their estimates 
is sometimes too marked.) 

At this present age I do not lunch very often at 
the Athenaeum, where it has struck me that the bulk 
of the members are scandalously young, whether 
elected under Rule Two or by ballot of their fellow- 
infants. Nor do I relish persons of forty calling me 
‘Sir.’ 



THE COMMITTEE OF WAYS AND MEANS 

My life made me grossly dependent on Clubs for 
my spiritual comfort. Three English ones, the Athen¬ 
aeum, Carlton, and Beefsteak, met my wants, but the 
Beefsteak gave me most. Our company there was un¬ 
predictable, and one could say what one pleased at the 
moment without being taken at the foot of the letter. 
Sometimes one would draw a full house of five 
different professions, from the Bench to the Dramatic 
Buccaneer. Otherwhiles, rhree of a kind, chance- 
stranded in Town, would drift into long,leisurely tall? 
that ranged half earth over, and separate well pleased 
with themselves and their table-companions. And 
once, when I feared that I might have to dine alone, 
there entered a member wh- >m I had never seen before, 
and have never met since, full of bird-preservation. 
By the time we parted what I did not know about 
bird sanctuaries was scarcely worth knowing. But it 
was best when of a sudden some one or something 
plunged us all in what you might call a general ‘rag,’ 
each man’s tongue guarding his own head. 

There is no race so dowered as the English with 
the gift of talking real, rich, allusive, cut-in-and-out 
‘skittles.’ Americans are too much anecdotards; the 
French too much orators for this light-handed game, 
and neither race delivers itself so unreservedly to 
mirth as we do. 

When I lived in Villiers Street, I picked up with 
the shore-end of a select fishing-club, which met in 
a tobacconist’s back-parlour. They were mostly small 
tradesmen, keen on roach, dace, and such, but they 
too had that gift, as I expect their forebears had 
in Addison’s time. 
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The late Doctor Johnson once observed that ‘we 
shall receive no letters in the grave.’ I am perfectly 
sure, though Boswell never set it down, that he 
lamented the lack of Clubs in that same place. 
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South Africa 

B ut at the back of my head there was an un¬ 
easiness, based on things that men were telling mi: 
about affairs outside England. (The inhabitants o r 
that country never looked further than their annua 1 
seaside resorts.) There was t rouble, too, in South Afric . 
after the Jameson Raid wiiich promised, men wrot: 
me, further trouble. Altogether, one had a sense o ’ 
‘a sound of a going in the tops of the mulberry tree; 
—of things moving into position as troops move. An< 
into the middle of it all came the Great Queen’s Dia • 
mond Jubilee, and a certain optimism that scared me 
The outcome, as far as I was concerned, took the shape 
of a set of verses called ‘Recessional,’ which were pub¬ 
lished in The Times in ’97 at the end of the Jubilee 
celebrations. It was more in the nature of a nuzzur- 
ivattu (an averter of the Evil Eye), and—with the con¬ 
servatism of the English—was used in choirs and 
places where they sing long after our Navy and Army 
alike had in the name of‘peace’ been rendered innocu¬ 
ous. It was written just before I went off on Navy 
manoeuvres with my friend Captain E. H. Bayly. 
When I returned it seemed to me that the time was 
ripe for its publication, so, after making one or two 
changes in it, I gave it to The Times. I say ‘gave’ 
because for this kind of work I did not take payment. 
It does not much matter what people diink of a man 
after his death, but I should not like the people whose 
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good opinion I valued to believe that I took money 
for verses on Joseph Chamberlain, Rhodes, Lord 
Milner, or any of my South African verse in The 
Times. 

It was this uneasiness of mine which led us down 
to the Cape in the winter of ’97, taking the Father 
with us. There we lived in a boarding-house at 
Wynberg, kept by an Irishwoman, who faithfully 
followed the instincts of her race and spread miseries 
and discomforts round her in return for good monies. 
But the children throve, and the colour, light, and 
half-Oriental manners of the land bound chains round 
our hearts for years to come. 

It was here that I first met Rhodes to have any talk 
with. He was as inarticulate as a schoolboy of fifteen. 
Jameson and he, as I perceived later, communicated by 
telepathy. But Jameson was not with him at that time. 
Rhodes had a habit of jerking out sudden questions as 
disconcerting as those of a child—or the Roman Em¬ 
peror he so much resembled. He said to me apropos 
of nothing in particular: ‘What’s your dream?’ I 
answered that he was part of it, and I think I told him 
that I had come down to look at things. He showed 
me some of his newly established fruit-farms in the 
peninsula, wonderful old Dutch houses, stalled in deep 
peace, and lamented the difficulty of getting sound 
wood for packing-cases and the shortcomings of 
native labour. But it was his wish and his will that 
there should be a fruit-growing industry in the 
1 Colony, and his chosen lieutenants made it presently 
come to pass. The Colony then owed no thanks to 
any Dutch Ministry in that regard. The racial twist of 
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the Dutch (they had taken that title to themselves and 
called the inhabitants of the Low Countries ‘Hol¬ 
landers’) was to exploit everything they could which 
was being done for them, to put every obstacle in the 
way of any sort of development, and to take all the 
cash they could squeeze out of it. In which respect 
they were no better and no worse than many of their 
brethren. It was against their creed to try and stamp 
out cattle-plagues, to dip their sheep, or to combat 
locusts, which in a country overwhelmingly pastoral 
had its drawbacks. Cape Town, as a big distributing 
centre, was dominated in many ways by rather ner¬ 
vous shopkeepers, who wished to stand well with theii 
customers up-country, and who served as Mayors and 
occasional public officials. \nd the aftermath of the 
Jameson Raid had scared many people. 

During die South African War my position among 
the rank and file came to be unofficially above that of 
most Generals. Money was wanted to procure small 
comforts for the troops at the Front and, to this end, 
the Daily Mail started what must have been a very 
early ‘stunt.’ It was agreed that I should ask the public 
for subscriptions. That paper charged itself with die 
rest. My verses (‘The Absent-minded Beggar’) had 
some elements of direct appeal but, as was pointed 
out, lacked ‘poetry.’ Sir Arthur Sullivan wedded the 
words to a tune guaranteed to pull teeth out of barrel- 
organs. Anybody could do what they chose with the 
result, recite, sing, intone, or reprint, etc., on con¬ 
dition that they turned in all fees and profits to the 
main account—‘The Absent-minded Beggar Fund’— 
which closed at about a quarter of a million. Some of 
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this was spent in tobacco. Men smoked pipes more 
than cigarettes at that epoch, and the popular brand 
was a cake—chewable also—called ‘Hignett’s True 
Affection.’ My note-of-hand at the Cape Town depot 
was good for as much as I cared to take about with 
me. The rest followed. My telegrams were given 
priority by sweating R.E. sergeants from all sorts of 
congested depots. My seat in the train was kept for 
me by British Bayonets in their shirt-sleeves. My 
small baggage was fought for and servilely carried 
by Colonial details, who are not normally meek, and 
I was persona gratissima at certain Wynberg Hospitals 
where the nurses found I was good for pyjamas. Once 
I took a bale of them to the wrong nurse (the red 
capes confused me) and, knowing the matter to be 
urgent, loudly announced: ‘Sister, I’ve got your 
pyjamas.’ That one was neither grateful nor very 
polite. 

My attractions led to every sort of delightful or 
sometimes sorrowful wayside intimacies with all 
manner of men: and only once did I receive a snub. 
I was going up to Bloemfontein just after its capture 
in a carriage taken from the Boers, who had covered 
its floors with sheep’s guts and onions, and its side 
with caricatures of ‘Chamberlain’ on a gallows. 
Otherwise, there was nothing much except wood¬ 
work. Behind us was an open truck of British troops 
whom the Company wag was entertaining by 
mimicking their officers telling them how to pile 
horseshoes. As evening fell, I got from him a couple 
of three-wicked, signal-lamp candles, which gave us 
at least light to eat by. I naturally wanted to know 
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how he had come by these desirable things. He 
replied: ‘Look ’ere, Guv’nor, I didn’t ask you ’ow 
you come by the baccy you dished out just now. 
Cant you bloody well leave me alone?’ 

In this same ghost-train an Indian officer’s servant 
(Mohammedan) was worried on a point of con¬ 
science. ‘Would this Government-issued tin of bully- 
beef be lawful food for a Muslim?’ I told him that, 
when Islam wars with unbelievers, the Koran permits 
reasonable latitude of ceremonial obligations; and he 
need not hesitate. Next dawn, he was at my bunk- 
side with Anglo-India’s morning cup of tea. (He must 
have stolen the hot water from the engine, for there 
was not a drop in the landsc ape.) When I asked how 
the miracle had come about, he replied, with the 
smile of my own Kadir Baksh: ‘ Millar , Sahib,’ signi¬ 
fying that he had found (or ‘made’) it. 

My Bloemfontein trip was on Lord Roberts’ order 
to report and do what I was told. This was explained 
at the station by two strangers, who grew into my 
friends for life, H. A. Gwynne, then Head Corre¬ 
spondent of Reuter’s, and Perceval Landon of The 
Times. ‘You’ve got to help us edit a paper for the 
troops,’ they said, and forthwith inducted me into 
the newly captured ‘office,’ for Bloemfontein had 
fallen—Boer fashion—rather like an outraged Sunday 
School a few days before. 

The compositors and the plant were also captives 
of our bow and spear and rather cross about it— 
especially the ex-editor’s wife, a German with a 
tongue. When one saw a compositor, one told him 
to compose Lord Roberts’ Official Proclamation to 
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the deeply injured enemy. I had the satisfaction of 
picking up from the floor a detailed account of how 
Her Majesty’s Brigade of Guards had been driven into 
action by the fire of our artillery; and a proof of a 
really rude leader about myself. 

There was in that lull a large trade in proclamations 
—and butter at half a crown the pound. We used all 
the old stereos, advertising long-since-exhausted com¬ 
estibles, coal and groceries (face-powder, I think, was 
the only surviving commodity in the Bloemfontein 
shops), and we enlivened their interstices with our 
own contributions, supplemented by the works of 
dusty men, who looked in and gave us very fine copy 
—mostly libellous. 

Julian Ralph, the very best of Americans, was a co¬ 
editor also. And he had a grown son who went down 
with a fever unpleasantly like typhoid. We searched 
for a competent doctor, and halted a German who, so 
great was the terror of our arms after the ‘capture,’ 
demanded haughtily: ‘But who shall pay me for my 
trouble if I come?’ No one seemed to know, but 
several men explained who would pay him if he 
dallied on the way. He took one look at the boy’s 
stomach, and said happily: ‘Of course it is typhoid.’ 
Then came the question how to get the case over to 
hospital, which was rank with typhoid, the Boers 
having cut the water-supply. The first thing was to 
fetch down the temperature with an alcohol swab¬ 
bing. Here we were at a standstill till some genius— 
I think it was Landon—said: ‘I’ve noticed there’s 
an officer’s wife in the place who’s wearing a 
fringe.’ On this hint a man went forth into the wide 
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dusty streets, and presently found her, fringe and all. 
Heaven knows how she had managed to wangle her 
way up, but she was a sportswoman of purest water. 
‘Come to my room,’ said she, and in passing over the 
priceless bottle, only sighed: ‘Don’t use it all —unless 
you have to.’ We ran the boy down from 103 to a 
generous 99 and pushed him into hospital, where it 
turned out that it was not typhoid after all but on y 
bad veldt-fever. 

First and last there were. I think, eight thousand cas :s 
of typhoid in Bloemfontc in. Often to my knowledj ;e 
both ‘ceremonial’ Union Jacks in a battalion would 1 e 
‘in use’ at the same time Extra corpses went to tl e 
grave under the Service blanket. 

Our own utter carelessness, officialdom, and igno - 
ance were responsible for much of the death-rate. I 
have seen a Horse Batter) ‘dead to the wide’ come m 
at midnight in raging rain and be assigned, by some 
idiot saving himself trouble, the site of an evacuated 
typhoid-hospital. Result—thirty cases after a month. 
I have seen men drinking raw Modder-river a few 
yards below where the mules were staling; and the 
organisation and siting of latrines seemed to be con¬ 
sidered ‘nigger-work.’ The most important medical 
office in any battalion ought to be Provost-Marshal of 
Latrines. 

To typhoid was added dysentery, die smell of which 
is even more depressing than the stench of human 
carrion. One could wind the dysentery tents a mile 
off. And remember that, till we planted disease, the 
vast sun-baked land was antiseptic and sterilised—so 
much so that a clean abdominal Mauser-wound often 
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entailed no more than a week of abstention from solid 
food. I found this out on a hospital-train, where I had 
to head off a mob of angry ‘abdominals’ from regular 
rations. That was when we were picking up casualties 
after a small affair called Paardeberg, and the lists— 
really about two thousand—were carefully minimised 
to save the English public from ‘shock.’ During this 
work I happened to fall unreservedly, in darkness, over 
a man near the train, and filled my palms with gravel. 
He explained in an even voice that he was ‘fractured 
’ip, sir. ’Ope you ain’t ’urt yourself, sir.’ I never got 
at this unknown Philip Sidney’s name. They were 
wonderful even in the hour of death—these men and 
boys—lodge-keepers and ex-butlers of the Reserve 
and raw town-lads of twenty. 

But to return to Bloemfontein. In an interval of our 
editorial labours, I went out of the town and presently 
met the ‘solitary horseman’ of the novels. He was a 
Conductor—Commissariat Sergeant—who reported 
that the ‘flower of the British Army’ had been am¬ 
bushed and cut up at a place called ‘Sanna’s Post,’ and 
passed on obviously discomposed. I had imagined the 
flower of that Army to be busied behind me reading 
our paper; but, a short while after, I met an officer 
who, in the old Indian days, was nicknamed ‘the Sar¬ 
dine.’ He was calm, but rather fuzzy as to the outlines 
of his uniform, which was frayed and ripped by 
bullets. Yes, there had been trouble where he came 
from, but he was fuller for the moment of professional 
admiration. 

‘What was it like? They got us in a donga. Just like 
going into a theatre. “Stalls left, dress-circle right,” 
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don’t you know? We just dropped into the trap, and 
it was “Infantry this way, please. Guns to the right, 
if you please.” Beautiful bit of work! How many did 
they get of us? About twelve hundred, I think, and 
four—maybe six-guns. Expert job they made of it. 
That's the result of bill-stickin’ expeditions.’ And with 
more compliments to the foe, he too passed on. 

By the time that I returned to Bloemfontein tie 
populace had it that eighty thousand Boers w< re 
closing in on the town at once, and the Press Cen< or 
(Lord Stanley, now Derby) was besieged with perse ns 
anxious to telegraph to Cape Town. To him a nc n- 
Aryan pushed a domestic wire ‘weather here chanj e- 
able.’ Stanley, himself a little worried for the fate of 
some of his friends in that ambuscaded column, i e- 
buked the gentleman. 

‘The Sardine’ was right about the ‘bill-stickirs g* 
expeditions. Wandering columns had been sent round 
the country to show how kind the British desired to 
be to the misguided Boer. But the Transvaal Boer, 
not being a town-bird, was unimpressed by the ‘fall’ 
of the Free State capital, and ran loose on the veldt 
with his pony and Mauser. 

So there had to be a battle, which was called the 
Battle of Kari Siding. All the staff of the Bloemfontein 
Friend attended. I was put in a Cape cart, with native 
driver, containing most of the drinks, and with me 
was a well-known war-correspondent. The enormous 
pale landscape swallowed up seven thousand troops 
without a sign, along a front of seven miles. On our 
way we passed a collection of neat, deep, and empty 
trenches well undercut for shelter on the shrapnel side. 
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A young Guards officer, recently promoted to Brevet- 
Major—and rather sore with the paper that we had 
printed it Branch —studied them interestedly. They 
were the first dim lines of the dug-out, but his and 
our eyes were held. The Hun had designed them 
secundum artem, but the Boer had preferred the open 
within reach of his pony. At last we came to a lone 
farm-house in a vale adorned with no less than five 
white flags. Beyond the ridge was a sputter of mus¬ 
ketry and now and then the whoop of a field-piece. 
‘Here,’ said my guide and guardian, ‘we get out and 
walk. Our driver will wait for us at the farm-house.’ 
But the driver loudly objected. ‘No, sar. They shoot. 
They shoot me.’ ‘But they are white-flagged all over,’ 
we said. ‘Yess, sar. That why,’ was his answer, and he 
preferred to take his mules down into a decently remote 
donga and wait our return. 

The farm-house (you will see in a little why I am 
so detailed) held two men and, I think, two women, 
who received us disinterestedly. We went on into a 
vacant world full of sunshine and distances, where 
now and again a single bullet sang to himself. What 
I most objected to was the sensation of being under 
aimed fire—being, as it were, required as a head. 
‘What are they doing this for?’ I asked my friend. 
‘Because they think we are the Something Light 
Horse. They ought to be just under this slope.’ I 
prayed that the particularly Something Light Horse 
would go elsewhere, which they presently did, for 
the aimed fire slackened and a wandering Colonial, 
bored to extinction, turned up with news from a far 
flank. ‘No; nothing doing and no one to see.’ Then 
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more cracklings and a most cautious move forward to 
the lip of a large hollow where sheep were grazing. 
Some of them began to drop and kick. ‘That’s both 
sides trying sighting-shots,’ said my companion. 
‘What range do you make it?’ I asked. ‘Eight hundred, 
at the nearest. That’s close quarters nowadays. You’ll 
never see anything closer than this. Modem rifles 
make it impossible. W e’re hung up till someth ng 
cracks somewhere.’ The re was a decent lull for m :als 
on both sides, interrupted now and again by sputt :rs. 
Then one indubitable shell—ridiculously like a j ip- 
squeak in that vastness but throwing up much c irt. 
‘Krupp! Four or six pounder at extreme range,’ : aid 
the expert. ‘They still think we’re the — Light Ho 'se. 
They’ll come to be fairlv regular from now on.’ S are 
enough, every twenty minutes or so, one judgm trie 
shell pitched on our slope. We waited, seeing nothing 
in the emptiness, and hearing only a faint murmur as 
of wind along gas-jets, running in and out of the un¬ 
concerned hills. 

Then pom-poms opened. These were nasty little 
one-pounders, ten in a belt (which usually jammed 
about the sixth round). On soft ground they merely 
thudded. On rock-face the shell breaks up and yowls 
like a cat. My friend for the first time seemed in¬ 
terested. ‘If these are their pom-poms, it’s Pretoria for 
us,’ was his diagnosis. I looked behind me—the whole 
length of South Africa down to Cape Town—and it 
seemed very far. I felt that I could have covered it in 
five minutes under fair conditions, but —not with those 
aimed shots up my back. The pom-poms opened 
again at a bare rock-reef that gave the shells full 
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value. For about two minutes a file of racing ponies, 
their tails and their riders’ heads well down, showed 
and vanished northward. ‘Our pom-poms,’ said the 
correspondent. ‘Le Gallais, I expect. Now we shan’t 
be long.’ All this time the absurd Krupp was faith¬ 
fully feeling for us, vice — Light Horse, and, given a 
few more hours, might perhaps hit one of us. Then 
to the left, almost under us, a small piece of hanging 
woodland filled and fumed with our shrapnel much 
as a man’s moustache fills with cigarette-smoke. It 
was most impressive and lasted for quite twenty 
minutes. Then silence; then a movement of men and 
horses from our side up the slope, and the hangar our 
guns had been hammering spat steady fire at them. 
More Boer ponies on more skylines; a last flurry of 
pom-poms on the right and a little frieze of far-off 
meek-tailed ponies, already out of rifle range. 

* Maffeesh ,’ said the correspondent, and fell to writ¬ 
ing on his knee. ‘We’ve shifted ’em.’ 

Leaving our infantry to follow men on pony-back 
towards the Equator, we returned to the farm-house. 
In the donga where he was waiting some one squibbed 
off a rifle just after we took our seats, and our driver 
flogged out over the rocks to the danger of our sacred 
bottles. 

Then Bloemfontein, and Gwynne storming in late 
with his accounts complete—one hundred and twenty- 
five casualties, and the general opinion that ‘French 
was a bit of a butcher’ and a tale of the General com¬ 
manding the cavalry who absolutely refused to break 
up his horses by galloping them across raw rock—‘not 
for any dam’ Boer.’ 
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Months later, I got a cutting from an American 
paper, on information from Geneva—even then a 
pest-house of propaganda—describing how I and 
some officers—names, date, and place correct—had 
entered a farm-house where we found two men and 
three women. We had dragged the women from 
under the bed where they had taken refuge (I asst re 
you that no Tantie Sannie of that day could bestc w 
herself beneath any known bed) and, giving then a 
hundred yards’ start, had shot them down as thjy 
ran. 

Even then, the beastliness struck me as more con ic 
than significant. But b) that time I ought to ha /e 
known that it was the Hun’s reflection of his o^ m 
face as he spied at our back-windows. He had throA m 
in the ‘hundred yards’ st irt’ touch as a tribute to o ur 
national sense of fair play. 

From the business point of view the war was 
ridiculous. We charged ourselves step by step with 
the care and maintenance of all Boerdom—women 
and children included. Whence horrible tales of our 
atrocities in the concentration-camps. 

One of the most widely exploited charges was our 
deliberate cruelty in making prisoners’ tents and 
quarters open to the north. A Miss Hobhouse among 
others was loud in this matter, but she was to be 
excused. 

We were showing off our newly-built little ‘Wool¬ 
sack’ to a great lady on her way up-country, where 
a residence was being built for her. At the larder the 
wife pointed out that it faced south—that quarter 
being the coldest when one is south of the Equator. 
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The great lady considered the heresy for a moment. 
Then, with die British sniff which abolishes the 
absurd, ‘Hmm! I shan’t allow that to make any differ¬ 
ence to me’ 

Some Army and Navy Stores Lists were introduced 
into the prisoners’ camps, and the women returned to 
civil life with a knowledge of corsets, stockings, toilet- 
cases, and other accessories frowned upon by their 
clergymen and their husbands. Qua women they were 
not very lovely, but they made their men fight, and 
they knew well how to fight on their own lines. 

In the give-and-take of our work our troops got to 
gauge the merits of the commando-leaders they were 
facing. As I remember the scale, De Wet, with two 
hundred and fifty men, was to be taken seriously. 
With twice that number he was likely to fall over 
his own feet. Smuts (of Cambridge), warring, men 
assured me, in a black suit, trousers rucked to the 
knees, and a top-hat, could handle five hundred but, 
beyond that, got muddled. And so with the others. I 
had the felicity of meeting Smuts as a British General, 
at the Ritz during the Great War. Meditating on 
things seen and suffered, he said that being hunted 
about the veldt on a pony made a man think quickly, 
and that perhaps Mr. Balfour (as he was then) would 
have been better for the same experience. 

Each commando had its own reputation in the field, 
and the grizzlier their beards the greater our respect. 
There was an elderly contingent from Wakkerstroom 
which demanded most cautious handling. They shot, 
as you might say, for the pot. The young men were 
not so good. And there were foreign contingents 
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who insisted on fighting after the manner of Europe. 
These the Boers wisely put in the forefront of the 
battle and kept away from. In one affair the Zarps 
—the Transvaal Police—fought brilliantly and were 
nearly all killed. But they were Swedes for the most 
part, and we were sorry. 

Occasionally foreign prisoners were gathered n. 
Among them I remember a Frenchman who had 
joined for pure logical hatred of England, but, bei lg 
a professional, could n« >t resist telling us how ve 
ought to wage the war. I le was quite sound but rati er 
cantankerous. 

The ‘war’ became an ur; pleasing compost of ‘politi :al 
considerations,’ social ref >rm, and housing; matemi y- 
work and variegated absurdities. It is possible, thou *h 
I doubt it, that first and last we may have killed fc ur 
thousand Boers. Our own casualties, mainly frcm 
preventible disease, must have been six times as 
many. 

The junior officers agreed that the experience ought 
to be a ‘first-class dress-parade for Armageddon,’ but 
their practical conclusions were misleading. Long- 
range, aimed rifle-fire would do the work of the 
future: troops would never get nearer each other than 
half a mile, and Mounted Infantry would be vital. 
This was because, having found men on foot cannot 
overtake men on ponies, we created eighty thousand 
of as good Mounted Infantry as the world had seen. 
For these Western Europe had no use. Artillery pre¬ 
paration of wire-works, such as were not at Magers- 
fontein, was rather overlooked in the reformers’ 
schemes, on account of the difficulty of bringing up 

187 



SOMETHING OF MYSELF 

ammunition by horse-power. The pom-poms, and 
Lord Dundonaid’s galloping light gun-carriages, ate 
up their own weight in shell in three or four minutes. 

In the ramshackle hotel at Bloemfontein, where the 
correspondents lived and the officers dropped in, 
one heard free and fierce debate as points came up, 
but—since no one dreamt of the internal-combustion 
engine that was to stand the world on its thick head, 
and since our wireless apparatus did not work in 
those landscapes—we were all beating the air. 

Eventually the ‘war’ petered out on political lines. 
Brother Boer—and all ranks called him that—would 
do everything except die. Our men did not see why 
they should perish chasing stray commandoes, or 
festering in block-houses, and there followed a sort 
of demoralising ‘handy-pandy’ of alternate surrenders 
complicated by exchange of Army tobacco for Boer 
brandy which was bad for both sides. 

At long last, we were left apologising to a deeply- 
indignant people, whom we had been nursing and 
doctoring for a year or two; and who now expected, 
and received, all manner of free gifts and appliances 
for the farming they had never practised. We put 
them in a position to uphold and expand their 
primitive lust for racial domination, and thanked God 
we were ‘rid of a knave.’ 

Into these shifts and changes we would descend 
yearly for five or six months from the peace of Eng¬ 
land to the deeper peace of ‘The Woolsack,’ and life 
under the oak-trees overhanging the patio, where 
mother-squirrels taught their babies to climb, and in 
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the stillness of hot afternoons the fall of an acorn was 
almost like a shot. To one side of us was a pine and 
eucalyptus grove, heavy with mixed scent; in front 
our garden, where anything one planted out in May 
became a blossoming bush by December. Behind all 
tiered the flank of Table Mountain and its copses of 
silver-trees, flanking scarred ravines. To get to Rhod ;s’ 
house, ‘Groote Schuur,’ one used a path through a 
ravine set with hydrangeas, which in autumn (En >- 
land’s spring) were one solid packed blue river. r 'o 
this Paradise we moved each year-end from 1900 to 
1907—a complete equipage of governess, maids, a id 
children, so that the latter came to know and thei e- 
fore, as children will, to own the Union Castle Li le 
—stewards and all: and on any change of governess to 
instruct the new hand h< >w cabins were set away 1 nr 
a long voyage and ‘what went where.’ Incidentally 
we lost two governesses and one loved cook by 
marriage, the tepid seas being propitious to such 
things. 

Ship-board life, going and coming, was a mere pro¬ 
longation of South Africa and its interests. There were 
Jews a plenty from the Rand; Pioneers; Native Com¬ 
missioners dealing with Basutos or Zulus; men of the 
Matabele Wars and the opening of Rhodesia; pro¬ 
spectors ; politicians of all stripes, all full of their busi¬ 
ness; Army officers also, and from one of these, when 
I expected no such jewel, I got a tale called ‘Little 
Foxes’—so true in detail that an awed Superintendent 
of Police wrote me out of Port Sudan, demanding 
how I had come to know the very names of the 
hounds in the very pack to which he had been Whip 
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in his youth. But, as I wrote him back, I had been 
talking with the Master. 

Jameson, too, once came home with us, and dis¬ 
graced himself at the table which we kept for our¬ 
selves. A most English lady with two fair daughters 
had been put there our first day out, and when she 
rightly enough objected to the quality of the food, 
and called it prison fare, Jameson said: ‘Speaking as 
one of the criminal classes, I assure you it is worse.’ 
At the next meal the table was all our own. 

But the outward journey was the great joy because 
it always included Christmas near the Line, where 
there was no room for memories; seasonable inscrip¬ 
tions written in soap on the mirrors by skilly stewards; 
and a glorious fancy-dress ball. Then, after the 
Southern Cross had well risen above the bows, the 
packing away of heavy kit, secure it would not be 
needed till May, the friendly, well-known Mountain 
and the rush to the garden to see what had happened 
in our absence; the flying barefoot visit to our neigh¬ 
bours the Strubens at ‘Strubenheim,’ where the children 
were regularly and lovingly spoiled; the large smile 
of the Malay laundress, and the easy pick-up-again of 
existence. 

Life went well then, and specially for the children, 
who had all the beasts on the Rhodes estate to play 
with. Uphill lived the lions, Alice and Jumbo, whose 
morning voices were the signal for getting up. The 
zebra paddock, which the emus also used, was im¬ 
mediately behind ‘The Woolsack’—a slope of scores of 
acres. The zebras were always play-fighting like Lions 
and Unicorns on the Royal Arms; the game being to 
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grab the other’s fore-leg below the knee if it could 
not snatch it away. No fence could hold them when 
they cared to shift. Jameson and I once saw a family 
of three returning from an excursion. A heavy sneeze- 
wood-post fence and wires lay in the path, blind-tight 
except where the lowest wire spanned a small ditch. 
Here Papa kneeled, snouted under the wire till it s lid 
along his withers, hove it up, and so crawled throuj ;h. 
Mamma and Baby followed in the same fashion. A.t 
this, an aged lawn-mower pony who was watchi lg 
conceived he might als* > escape, but got no furtl cr 
than backing his fat hind-quarters against one of 
the posts, and turning round from time to time in 
wonder that it had not given way. It was, as James m 
said, the complete allegory of the Boer and ihe 
Briton. 

In another paddock close to the house lived a spit¬ 
ting llama, whose peculiarity the children learned 
early. But their little visitors did not, and, if they were 
told to stand close to the fence and make noises, they 
did—once. You can see the rest. 

But our most interesting visitor was a bull-kudu of 
some eighteen hands. He would jump the seven-foot 
fence round our little peach orchard, hook a loaded 
branch in the great rings of his horns, rend it off with 
a jerk, eat the peaches, leaving the stones, and lift 
himself over the wires, like a cloud, up the flank of 
Table Mountain. Once, coming home after dinner, 
we met him at the foot of the garden, gigantic in the 
moonlight, and fetched a compass round him, walk¬ 
ing delicately, the warm red dust in our shoes: because 
we knew that a few days before the keepers had given 
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him a dose of small shot in his stem for chasing some¬ 
body’s cook. 

The children’s chaperon on their walks was a bull- 
dog—Jumbo—of terrific aspect, to whom all Kaffijrs 
gave full right of way. There was a legend that he 
had once taken hold of a native and, when at last 
removed, came away with his mouth full of native. 
Normally, he lay about the house and apologised 
abjectly when any one stepped on him. The children 
fed him with currant buns and then, remembering 
that currants were indigestible, would pick them out 
of his back teeth while he held his dribbling jaws care¬ 
fully open. 

A baby lion was another of our family for one 
winter. His mother, Alice, desiring to eat him when 
born, he was raked out with broomsticks from her 
side and taken to ‘Groote Schuur,’ where, in spite of 
the unwilling attentions of a she-dog foster-mother 
(he had of course the claws of a cat) he pined. The 
wife hinted that, with care, he might recover. ‘Very 
good,’ said Rhodes. ‘I’ll send him over to “The Wool¬ 
sack” and you can try.’ He came, with corrugated- 
iron den and foster-mother complete. The latter the 
wife dismissed; went out and bought stout motor- 
gloves, and the largest of babies’ bottles, and fed him 
forthwith. He highly approved of this, and ceased not 
to pull at the bottle till it was all empty. His tummy 
was then slapped, as it might have been a water¬ 
melon, to be sure that it rang full, and he went to 
sleep. Thus he lived and throve in his den, which the 
children were forbidden to enter, lest their caresses 
should injure him. 
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When he was about the size of a large rabbit, he cut 
little pins of teeth, and made coughing noises which 
he was persuaded were genuine roars. Later, he 
developed rickets, and I was despatched to an expert 
at Cape Town to ask for a cure. ‘Too much milk,’ 
said die expert. ‘Give him real, not cold-storage, 
boiled mutton-broth.’ This at first he refused to toi ch 
in the saucer, but was induced to lick the wife’s dipped 
finger, whence he reiru >ved the skin. His ears w :re 
boxed, and he was left alone with the saucer to le; m 
table-manners. He wailed all night, but in the morn¬ 
ing lapped like a lion among Christians, and soon ,;ot 
rid of his infirmity. For three months he was at la ge 
among us, incessantly t.dking to himself as he w n- 
dered about the house or in the garden where he 
stalked butterflies. He dozed on the stoep, I noticed, 
due north and south, looking with slow eyes up :he 
length of Africa—always a little aloof, but obedient 
to the children, who at that time wore litde more 
than one garment apiece. We returned him in perfect 
condition on our departure for England, and he was 
then the size of a bull-terrier but not so high. Rhodes 
and Jameson were both away. He was put in a cage, 
fed, like his family, on imperfectly thawed cold- 
storage meats fouled in the grit of his floor, and soon 
died of colic. But M‘Slibaan, which we made Mata- 
bele for ‘Sullivan,’ as fitted his Matabele ancestry, was 
always honoured among the many kind ghosts that 
inhabited ‘The Woolsack.’ 

Lions, as pets, are hardly safe after six months old; 
but here is an exception. A man kept a lioness up- 
country till she was a full year old, and then, with 
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deep regret on both sides, sent her to Rhodes’s Zoo. 
Six months later he came down, and with a girl who 
did not know what fear was entered her cage, where 
she received him fawning, rolling, crooning—almost 
weeping with love and delight. Theoretically, of 
course, he and the girl ought to have been killed, but 
they took no hurt at all. 

During the war, by some luck our water-supply 
had not been restricted, and our bath was of the type 
you step down into and soak in at full length. Hence 
also Gwynne, filthy after months of the veldt, stand¬ 
ing afar off like a leper. (‘I say, 1 want a bath and— 
there’s my kit in the garden. No, I haven’t left it on 
the stoep. It’s crawling.’) Many came. As the children 
put it: ‘There’s always lots of dirty ones.’ 

When Rhodes was hatching his scheme of the 
Scholarships, he would come over and, as it were, 
think aloud or discuss, mainly with the wife, the ex¬ 
pense side of the idea. It was she who suggested that 
^250 a year was not enough for scholars who would 
have to carry themselves through the long intervals of 
an Oxford ‘year.’ So he made it three hundred. My 
use to him was mainly as a purveyor of words; for he 
was largely inarticulate. After the idea had been pre¬ 
sented—and one had to know his code for it—he 
would say: ‘What am I trying to express? Say it, say 
it.’ So I would say it, and if the phrase suited not, he 
would work it over, chin a little down, till it satisfied 
him. 

The order of his life at ‘Groote Schuur’ was some¬ 
thing like this. The senior guest allotted their rooms 
to men who wished to ‘see’ him. They did not come 
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except for good reason connected with their work, 
and they stayed till Rhodes ‘saw’ them, which might 
be two or three days. His heart compelled him to lie 
down a good deal on a huge couch on the marble- 
flagged veranda facing up Table Mountain towards 
the four-acre patch of hydrangeas, which lay out like 
lapis-lazuli on the lawns. He would say: ‘Well, >o- 
and-so. I see you. What is it?’ And the case wo aid 
be put. 

There was a man laving the Cape-to-Cairo t le- 
graph, who had come to a stretch of seventy m iles 
beside a lake, where the ladies of those parts esteer ted 
copper above gold, and took it from the poles for 
their adornment. What to do? When he had finisl ted 
his exposition Rhodes, turning heavily on his cou:h, 
said: ‘You’ve got some sort of lake there, haven’t you? 
Lay it like a cable. Don’t bother me with a little tling 
like that.’ Palaver done set, and at his leisure the man 
returned. 

One met interesting folk at ‘Groote Schuur’ meals, 
which often ended in long talks of the days of building 
up Rhodesia. 

During the Matabele War Rhodes, with some 
others, under a guide, had wandered on horseback 
beyond the limits of safety, and had to take refuge 
in some caves. The situation was eminently un¬ 
healthy, and in view of some angry Matabeles hunt¬ 
ing them they had to spur out of it. But the guide, 
just when the party were in the open, was foolish 
enough to say something to the effect that Rhodes’s 
‘valuable life’ was to be considered. Upon which 
Rhodes pulled up and Said: ‘Let’s get this straight 
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before we go on. You led us into this mess, didn’t 
you?’ ‘Yes, sir, yes. But please come on.* ‘No. Wait 
a minute. Consequendy you’re running to save your 
own hide, aren’t you?’ ‘Yes, sir. We all are.’ ‘That’s 
all right. I only wanted to have it settled. Now we’ll 
come on.’ And they did, but it was a close shave. I 
heard this at his table, even as I heard his delayed 
reply to a query by a young officer who wished to 
know what Rhodes thought of him and his career. 
Rhodes postponed his answer till dinner and then, in 
his characteristic voice, laid down that the young man 
would eminendy succeed, but only to a certain point, 
because he was always thinking of his career and not 
of the job he was doing. Thirty later years proved the 
truth of his verdict. 
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The Very-Own House 

How can I turn from any fire 
On any man’s hearth-stone? 

I know the wonder and desire 
That went to build my own. 

The Fires. 


/kLL this busy whiie the Committee of "Ways 
and Means kept bef ore them the hope of a he use 
L- JLof their very own—a real House in which to 
settle down for keeps- and took trains on rails nd 
horsed carriages of the age to seek it. Our adventi res 
were many and sometimes grim—as when a ‘com¬ 
fortable nursery’ proved to be a dark padded cell at 
the end of a discreet passage! Thus we quested for 
two or three years, till one summer day a friend cried 
at our door: ‘Mr. Harmsworth has just brought round 
one of those motor-car things. Come and try it!’ 

It was a twenty-minute trip. We returned white 
with dust and dizzy with noise. But the poison worked 
from that hour. Somehow, an enterprising Brighton 
agency hired us a victoria-hooded, carriage-sprung, 
carriage-braked, single-cylinder, belt-driven, fixed- 
ignition Embryo which, at times, could cover eight 
miles an hour. Its hire, including ‘driver,’ was three 
and a half guineas a week. The beloved Aunt, who 
feared nothing created, said ‘Me too!’ So we three 
house-hunted together taking risks of ignorance that 
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made me shudder through after-years. But we went 
to Arundel and back, which was sixty miles, and 
returned in the same ten-hour day! We, and a few 
other desperate pioneers, took the first shock of out¬ 
raged public opinion. Earls stood up in their belted 
barouches and cursed us. Gipsies, governess-carts, 
brewery wagons—all the world except the poor 
patient horses who would have been quite quiet if 
left alone joined in the commination service, and the 
Times leaders on ‘motor-cars’ were eolithic in out¬ 
look. 

Then I bought me a steam-car called a ‘Loco¬ 
mobile,’ whose nature and attributes I faithfully drew 
in a tale called ‘Steam Tactics.’ She reduced us to the 
limits of fatigue and hysteria, all up and down Sussex. 
Next came the earliest Lanchester, whose springing, 
even at that time, was perfect. But no designer, manu¬ 
facturer, owner, nor chauffeur knew anything about 
anything. The heads of the Lanchester firm would, 
after furious telegrams, visit us as friends (we were all 
friends in those days) and sit round our hearth specu¬ 
lating Why What did That. Once, the proud designer 
—she was his newest baby—took me as far as Worth¬ 
ing, where she fainted opposite a vacant building-lot. 
This we paved completely with every other fitting 
that she possessed ere we got at her trouble. We then 
re-assembled her, a two hours’ job. After which, she 
spat boiling water over our laps, but we stuffed a rug 
into the geyser and so spouted home. 

But it was the heart-breaking Locomobile that 
brought us to the house called ‘Bateman’s.’ We had 
seen an advertisement of her, and we reached her 
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down an enlarged rabbit-hole of a lane. At very first 
sight the Committee of Ways and Means said: 
‘That’s her! The Only She! Make an honest woman 
of her—quick!’ We entered and felt her Spirit—her 
Feng Shui—to be good. We went through every 
room and found no shadow of ancient regrets, stifled 
miseries, nor any menace, though the ‘new’ end of 
her was three hundred years old. To our woe he 
Owner said: ‘I’ve just 1 1 it for twelve months.’ We 
withdrew, each repeatc ily telling the other that no 
sensible person would b< found dead in the stuffy li tie 
valley where she stood We lied thus while we j re- 
tendcd to look at othe houses till, a year later, we 
saw her advertised agaii , and got her. 

When all was signer and sealed, the seller s; id: 
'Now I can ask you something. How are you gong 
to manage about getting to and from the station? It’s 
nearly four miles, and I’ve used up two pair of horses 
on the hill here.’ ‘I’m thinking of using this sort of 
contraption,’ I replied from my seat in—Jane Cake- 
bread Lanchestcr, I think, was her dishonourable 
name. ‘Oh! Those things haven’t come to stay!’ he 
returned. Years afterwards I met him, and he con¬ 
fided that had he known what I had guessed, he would 
have asked twice the money. In three years from our 
purchase the railway-station had passed out of our 
lives. In seven, I heard my chauffeur say to an under¬ 
powered visiting sardine-tin: ‘Hills? There ain’t any 
hills on the London road.’ 

The House was not of a type to present to servants 
by lamp or candle-light. Hence electricity, which in 
1902 was a serious affair. We chanced, at a week-end 
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visit, to meet Sir William Willcocks, who had de¬ 
signed the Assouan Dam—a trifling affair on the Nile. 
Not to be over-crowed, we told him of our project 
for declutching the water-wheel from an ancient mill 
at the end of our garden, and using its microscopical 
mill-pond to rim a turbine. That was enough! ‘Dam?’ 
said he. ‘You don’t know anything about dams or 
turbines. I’ll come and look.’ That Monday mom he 
came with us, explored the brook and the mill-sluit, 
and foretold truly the exact amount of horse-power 
that we should get out of our turbine—‘Four and a 
half and no more.’ But he called me Egyptian names 
for the state of my brook, which, till then, I had 
deemed picturesque. ‘It’s all messed up with trees and 
bushes. Cut ’em down and slope the banks to one in 
three.’ ‘Lend me a couple of Fellahin Battalions and 
I’ll begin,’ I said. 

He said also: ‘Don’t run your light-cable on poles. 
Bury it.’ So we got a deep-sea cable which had failed 
under test at twelve hundred volts—our voltage being 
one hundred and ten—and laid him in a trench from 
the Mill to the house, a full furlong, where he worked 
for a quarter of a century. At the end of that time he 
was a little fatigued, and the turbine had worn as 
much as one-sixteenth of an inch on her bearings. So 
we gave them both honourable demission—and never 
again got anything so faithful. 

Of the little one-street village up the hill we only 
knew that, according to the guide-books, they came 
of a smuggling, sheep-stealing stock, brought more 
or less into civilisation within the past three genera¬ 
tions. Those of them who worked for us, and who I 
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presume would to-day be called ‘Labour/ struck for 
higher pay than they had agreed on as soon as we 
were committed to our first serious works. My fore¬ 
man and general contractor, himself of their race, and 
soon to become our good friend, said: ‘They think 
they’ve got ye. They think there’s no harm in tryin’ 
it.’ There was not. I had sense enough to feel that mos 
of them were artists and craftsmen, either in stone o 
timber, or wood-cutting, or drain-laying, or—whicl. 
is a gift—the aesthetic disposition of dirt; person i 
of contrivance who could conjure with any sort c f 
material. As our electric-light campaign developed, i 
London contractor came down to put a fifteen-inc i 
eduction-pipe through tiie innocent-seeming mil - 
dam. His imported gang came across a solid core c f 
ancient brickwork about as workable as obsidiar. 
They left, after using very strong words. But everf 
other man of ‘oi/r folk’ had known exactly where and 
what that core was, and when ‘Lunnon’ had suffici¬ 
ently weakened it, they ‘conjured’ the pipe quietly 
through what remained. 

The only thing that ever shook them was when we 
cut a little under the Mill foundations to fix the tur¬ 
bine ; and found that she sat on a crib or raft of two- 
foot-square elm logs. What we took came out, to all 
appearance, as untouched as when it had been put 
under water. Yet, in an hour, the great baulk, exposed 
to air, became silver dust, and the men stood round 
marvelling. There was one among them, close upon 
seventy when we first met, a poacher by heredity and 
instinct, a gentleman who, when his need to drink 
was on him, which was not too often, absented him- 
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self and had it out alone; and he was more ‘one with 
Nature’ than whole parlours full of poets. He became 
our special stay and counsellor. Once we wanted to 
shift a lime and a witch-elm into the garden proper. 
He said not a word till we talked of getting a tree- 
specialist from London. ‘Have it as you’re minded. I 
dunno as I should if I was you,’ was his comment. By 
this we understood that he would take charge when 
the planets were favourable. Presently, he called up 
four of his own kin (also artists) and brushed us aside. 
The trees came away kindly. He placed them, with 
due regard for their growth for the next two or three 
generations; supported them, throat and bole, with 
stays and stiffenings, and bade us hold them thus for 
four years. All fell out as he had foretold. The trees 
are now close on forty foot high and have never 
flinched. Equally, a well-grown witch-elm that needed 
discipline, he climbed into and topped, and she carries 
to this day the graceful dome he gave her. In his later 
years—he lived to be close on eighty-five—he would, 
as I am doing now, review his past, which held 
incident enough for many unpublishable volumes. 
He spoke of old loves, fights, intrigues, anonymous 
denunciations ‘by such folk as knew writing,’ and 
vindictive conspiracies carried out with Oriental thor¬ 
oughness. Of poaching he talked in all its branches, 
from buying Cocculus Indicus for poisoning fish in 
ponds, to the art of making silk-nets for trout-brooks 
—mine among them, and he left a specimen to me; 
and of pitched battles (guns barred) with heavy- 
handed keepers in the old days in Lord Ashburnham’s 
woods where a man might pick up a fallow deer. His 
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sagas were lighted with pictures of Nature as he, in¬ 
deed, knew her; night-pieces and dawn-breakings; 
stealthy returns and the thinking out of ahbis, all 
naked by the fire, while his clothes dried; and of the 
face and temper of the next twilight under which he 
stole forth to follow his passion. His wife, after she 
had known us for ten years, would range through ;. 
past that accepted magic, witchcraft, and love-philtres, 
for which last there was a demand as late as the middl: 
’Sixties. 

She described one midnight ritual at the local ‘wis: 
woman’s’ cottage, when a black cock was killed wit i 
curious rites and words, and ‘all de time dere was, likt, 
some one trying to come through at ye from outside i t 
de dark. Dunno as I believe so much in such thing > 
now, but when I was a maid I—I justabout did!’ Sh; 
died well over ninety, and to the last carried the tact, 
manner, and presence, for all she was so small, of an 
old-world Duchess. 

There were interesting and helpful outsiders, too. 
One was a journeyman bricklayer, who, I remember, 
kept a store of gold sovereigns loose in his pocket, 
and kindly built us a wall; but so leisurely that he 
came to be almost part of the establishment. When 
we wished to sink a well opposite some cottages, he 
said he had the gift of water-finding, and I testify 
that, when he held one fork of the hazel Y and I the 
other, the thing bowed itself against all the grip of 
my hand over an unfailing supply. 

Then, out of die woods that know everything and 
tell nothing, came two dark and mysterious Primi¬ 
tives. They had heard. They would sink that well, for 
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they had the ‘gift.’ Their tools were an enormous 
wooden trug, a portable windlass whose handles were 
curved, and smooth as ox-homs, and a short-handled 
hoe. They made a ring of brickwork on the bare 
ground and, with their hands at first, grubbed out the 
dirt beneath it. As the ring sank they heightened it, 
course by course, grubbing out with the hoe, till the 
shaft, true as a rifle-barrel, was deep enough to call 
for their Father of Trugs, which one brother down 
below would fill, and the other haul up on the magic 
windlass. When we stopped, at twenty-five feet, we 
had found a Jacobean tobacco-pipe, a worn Crom¬ 
wellian latten spoon, and, at the bottom of all, the 
bronze cheek of a Roman horse-bit. 

In cleaning out an old pond which might have been 
an ancient marl-pit or mine-head, we dredged two 
intact Elizabethan ‘sealed quarts’ that Christopher Sly 
affected, all pearly with the patina of centuries. Its 
deepest mud yielded us a perfectly polished Neolithic 
axe-head with but one chip on its still venomous edge. 

These things are detailed that you may understand 
how, when my cousin, Ambrose Poynter, said to me: 
‘Write a yam about Roman times here,’ I was in¬ 
terested. ‘Write,’ said he, ‘about an old Centurion of 
the Occupation telling his experiences to his children.’ 
‘What is his name?’ I demanded, for I move easiest 
from a given point. ‘Pamesius,’ said my cousin; and 
the name stuck in my head. I was then on Committee 
of Ways and Means (which had grown to include 
Public Works and Communications) but, in due 
season, the name came back—with seven other in¬ 
choate devils. I went off Committee, and began to 
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‘hatch,’ in which state I was ‘a brother to dragons and 
a companion to owls.’ Just beyond the west fringe of 
our land, in a little valley running from Nowhere to 
Nothing-at-all, stood the long, overgrown slag-heap 
of a most ancient forge, supposed to have been worked 
by the Phoenicians and Romans and, since then, un¬ 
interruptedly till the middle of the eighteenth century. 
The bracken and rush-patches still hid stray pigs of 
iron, and if one scratched a few inches through th: 
rabbit-shaven turf, one c tine on the narrow mule • 
tracks of peacock-hued tumace-slag laid down i t 
Elizabeth’s day. The ghosi of a road climbed up oi t 
of this dead arena, and cro' sed our fields, where it w; s 
known as ‘The Gunway. and popularly comiecte l 
with Armada times. Ever y foot of that little cornt r 
was alive with ghosts and shadows. Then, it please 1 
our children to act for us, in the open, what the^ 
remembered of A Midsummer-Night's Dream. Then a 
friend gave them a real birch-bark canoe, drawing 
at least three inches, in which they went adventuring 
on the brook. And in a near pasture of the water- 
meadows lay out an old and unshifting Fairy Ring. 

You see how patiently the cards were stacked and 
dealt into my hands? The Old Things of our Valley 
glided into every aspect of our outdoor works. Earth, 
Air, Water, and People had been—I saw it at last—in 
full conspiracy to give me ten times as much as I 
could compass, even if I wrote a complete history of 
England, as that might have touched or reached our 
Valley. 

I went off at score—not on Parnesius, but a story 
told in a fog by a petty Baltic pirate, who had brought 
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his galley to Pevensey and, off Beachy Head—where 
in the War we heard merchant ships being torpedoed 
—had passed the Roman fleet abandoning Britain to 
her doom. That tale may have served as a pipe-opener, 
but one could not see its wood for its trees, so I threw 
it away. 

I carried the situation to the little house in Wilt¬ 
shire, where my Father and Mother were installed; 
and smoked it over with the Father, who said—not 
for the first time: ‘Most things in this world are 
accomplished by judicious leaving alone.’ So we 
played cribbage (he had carved a perfect Lama and 
a little Kim for my two pegs), while the Mother 
worked beside us, or, each taking a book, lapsed into 
the silence of entire mutual comprehension. One 
night, apropos of nothing at all, the Father said: ‘And 
you’ll have to look up your references rather more 
carefully, won’t you?’ That had not been my distinc¬ 
tion on the little Civil and Military. 

This led me on another false scent. I wrote a tale 
told by Daniel Defoe in a brickyard (we had a real 
one of our own at that time where we burned bricks 
for bams and cottages to the exact tints we desired) 
of how he had been sent to stampede King James II, 
then havering about Thames mouth, out of an Eng¬ 
land where no party had any use for him. It turned 
out a painstaken and meritorious piece of work, over¬ 
loaded with verified references, with about as much 
feeling to it as a walking-stick. So it also was discarded, 
with a tale of Doctor Johnson telling the children how 
he had once thrown his spurs out of a boat in Scotland, 
to the amazement of one Boswell. Evidently my 
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Daemon would not function in brickyards or school¬ 
rooms. Therefore, like Alice in Wonderland, I turned 
my back on the whole thing and walked the other 
way. Therefore, the whole thing set and linked itself. 
I fell first upon Normans and Saxons. Pamesius came 
later, directly out of a little wood above the Phoe¬ 
nician forge; and the rest of the tales in Puck of Pook' s 
Hill followed in order. T 3 ie Father came over to se ; 
us and, hearing ‘Hal o’ the Draft,’ closed in with fore - 
reaching pen, presently ousted me from my table, an l 
inlaid the description of H.il’s own drawing-knife. H ; 
liked that tale, and its companion piece ‘The Wron ; 
Thing’ (. Rewards and Fairies), which latter he em - 
bellished, notably in respect to an Italian fresco - 
worker, whose work ne\er went ‘deeper than th: 
plaster.’ He said that ‘judii ious leaving alone’ did no t 
apply between artists. 

Of ‘Dymchurch Flit,’ with which I was always un¬ 
ashamedly content, he asked: ‘Where did you get that 
lighting from?’ It had come of itself. Qua workman¬ 
ship, that tale and two night-pieces in ‘Cold Iron’ 
(Rewards and Fairies) are the best in that kind I have 
ever made, but somehow ‘The Treasure and the Law’ 
(Puck of Pook’s Hill) always struck me as too heavy 
for its frame. 

Yet that tale brought me a prized petty triumph. I 
had put a well into the wall of Pevensey Castle circa 
a.d. iioo, because I needed it there. Archaeologically, 
it did not exist till this year (1935) when excavators 
brought such a well to light. But that I maintain was 
a reasonable gamble. Self-contained castles must have 
self-contained water-supplies. A longer chance that I 
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took in my Roman tales was when I quartered the 
Seventh Cohort of the Thirtieth (Ulpia Victrix) 
Legion on the Wall, and asserted that there Roman 
troops used arrows against the Piets. The first shot 
was based on honest ‘research’; the second was 
legitimate inference. Years after the tale was told, a 
digging-party on the Wall sent me some heavy four¬ 
sided, Roman-made, ‘killing’ arrows found in situ and 
—most marvellously—a rubbing of a memorial-tablet 
to the Seventh Cohort of the Thirtieth Legion! 

! Having been brought up in a suspicious school, I 
suspected a ‘leg-pull’ here, but was assured that the 
rubbing was perfectly genuine. 

I embarked on Rewards and Fairies —the second book 
—in two minds. Stories a plenty I had to tell, but how 
many would be authentic and how many due to ‘in¬ 
duction’? There was moreover the old Law: ‘As soon as 
you find you can do anything, do something you can’t.’ 

My doubt cleared itself with the first tale, ‘Cold 
Iron,’ which gave me my underwood: ‘What else 
could I have done?’—the plinth of all structures. Yet, 

• since the tales had to be read by children, before 
people realised that they were meant for grown-ups; 
and since they had to be a sort of balance to, as well 
' as a seal upon, some aspects of my ‘Imperialistic’ out¬ 
put in the past, I worked the material in three or four 
overlaid tints and textures, which might or might not 
reveal themselves according to the shifting light of 
sex, youth, and experience. It was like working lac¬ 
quer and mother-o’-pearl, a natural combination, into 
the same scheme as niello and grisaille, and trying not 
to let the joins show. 
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So I loaded the book up with allegories and allu¬ 
sions, and verified references until my old Chief 
would have been almost pleased with me; put in 
three or four really good sets of verses; the bones of 
one entire historical novel for any to clothe who 
cared; and even slipped in a cryptogram, whose key 
I regret I must have utterly forgotten. It was glorioi is 
fun; and I knew it must be very good or very b; d 
because the series turned itself off just as Kim had don;. 

Among the verses in Re wards was one set called‘If- -’ 
which escaped from the book, and for a while n ti 
about the world. They were drawn from Jameson s 
character, and contained counsels of perfection mo ;t 
easy to give. Once started, the mechanisation of tl e 
age made them snowball themselves in a way th, t 
startled me. Schools, and places where they teach, took; 
them for the suffering Young—which did me no goo J 
with the Young when I met them later. (‘Why did 
you write that stuff? I’ve had to write it out twice 
as an impot.’) They were printed as cards to hang 
up in offices and bedrooms; illuminated text-wise 
and anthologised to weariness. Twenty-seven of the 
Nations of the Earth translated them into their seven- 
and-twenty tongues, and printed them on every sort 
of fabric. 

Some years after the War a kind friend hinted that 
my two innocent little books might have helped 
towards begetting the ‘Higher Cannibalism’ in bio¬ 
graphy. By which I understood him to mean the 
exhumation of scarcely cold notorieties, defenceless 
females for choice, and tricking them out with 
sprightly inferences and ‘sex’-deductions to suit the 
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mood of the market. It was an awful charge, and 
anyway I felt that others had qualified as Chief 
Morticians to that trade. 

For rest and refreshment and dearly-loved experi¬ 
ments and anxieties, during the six months or so of 
each year that we stayed in England, there was always 
the House and the land, and on occasion the Brook 
at the foot of our garden, which would flood devas- 
tatingly. As she supplied the water for our turbine, 
and as the little weir which turned her current into 
the little mill-race was of a frail antiquity, one had to 
attend to her often and at once, and always at the most 
inconvenient moment. 

Undisceming folks would ask: ‘What do you find 
to do in the country?’ Our answer was: ‘Everything 
except time to do it.’ 

We began with tenants—two or three small farmers 
on our very few acres—from whom we learned that 
farming was a mixture of farce, fraud, and philan¬ 
thropy that stole the heart out of the land. After many, 
and some comic experiences, we fell back on our own 
county’s cattle—the big, red Sussex breed who make 
beef and not milk. One got something at least for one’s 
money from the mere sight of them, and they did not 
tell lies. Rider Haggard would visit us from time to 
time and give of his ample land-wisdom. I remember 
I planted some new apple-trees in an old orchard then 
rented by an Irishman, who at once put in an agile 
and hungry goat. Haggard met the combination 
suddenly one morning. He had gifts of speech, and 
said very clearly indeed that one might as well put 
Satan in an orchard as a goat. I forget what—though 
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I acted on it—he said about tenants. His comings were 
always a joy to us and the children, who followed him 
like hounds in the hope of ‘more South African 
stories.’ Never was a better tale-teller or, to my mind, 
a man with a more convincing imagination. We found 
by accident that each could work at ease in the other’s 
company. So he would visit me, and I him, with w< >rk 
in hand; and between us we could even hatch out t ties 
together—a most exacting test of sympathy. 

I was honoured till he died by the friendship c f a 
Colonel Wemyss Feildeu, who moved into the vill ige 
to inherit a beautiful little William and Mary he ase 
on the same day as we c .ime to take over ‘Batemai’s.’ 
He was in soul and spirit Colonel Newcome; in 
manner as diffident and retiring as an old maid >ut 
of Cranford ; and up to his eighty-second year co ild 
fairly walk me off my ieet, and pull down pheasants 
from high heaven. He had begun life in the Black 
Watch, with whom, outside Delhi during the Mutiny, 
he heard one morning as they were all shaving that 
a ‘little fellow called Roberts’ had captured single- 
handed a rebel Standard and was coming through die 
Camp. ‘We all turned out. The boy was on horseback 
looking rather pleased with himself, and his mounted 
Orderly carried the Colour behind him. We cheered 
him with the lather on our faces.’ 

After the Mutiny he sold out, and having interests 
in Natal went awhile to South Africa. Next, he ran 
the blockade of the U.S. Civil War, and wedded his 
Southern wife in Richmond with a ring hammered 
out of an English sovereign ‘because there wasn’t any 
gold in Richmond just then.’ Mrs. Feilden at seventy- 
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five was in herself fair explanation of all the steps he 
had taken—and forfeited. 

He came to be one of Lee’s aides-de-camp, and told 
me how once on a stormy night, when he rode in with 
despatches, Lee had ordered him to take off his drip¬ 
ping cloak and He by the fire; and how when he waked 
from badly needed sleep, he saw the General on his 
knees before the flame drying the cloak. ‘That was just 
before the surrender,’ said he. ‘We had finished rob¬ 
bing the grave, and we’d begun on the cradle. For 
those last three months I was with fifteen thousand 
boys under seventeen, and I don’t remember any one 
of them even smiling.’ 

Bit by bit I came to understand that he was a 
traveller and an Arctic explorer, in possession of the 
snow-white Polar ribbon; a botanist and naturalist of 
reputation; and himself above all. 

When Rider Haggard heard these things, he rested 
not till he had made the Colonel’s acquaintance. They 
cottoned to each other on sight and sound; South 
Africa in the early days being their bond. One even¬ 
ing, Haggard told us how his son had been born on 
the edge of Zulu, I think, territory, the first white 
child in those parts. ‘Yes,’ said the Colonel, quietly 
out of his comer. ‘I and’—he named two men—‘rode 
twenty-seven miles to look at him. We hadn’t seen a 
white baby for some time.’ Then Haggard remem¬ 
bered that visit of strangers. 

And once there came to us with her married 
daughter the widow of a Confederate Cavalry leader; 
both of them were what you might call ‘unrecon¬ 
structed’ rebels. Somehow, the widow mentioned a 


212 



THE VERY-OWN HOUSE 

road and a church beside a river in Georgia. ‘It’s still 
there, then?’ said the Colonel, giving it its name. 
‘Why do you ask?’ was the quick reply. ‘Because, if 
you look in such-and-such a pew, you might find my 

initials. I cut them there the night -’s Cavalry 

stabled their horses there.’ There was a pause. = ore 
God, then, who are you?’ she gasped. He told her. 
‘You knew my husband?’ ‘I served under him. He was 
the only man in our corps who wore a white co lar.’ 
She pelted him with questions, and the names ol the 
old dead. ‘Come away. ’whispered her daughter tc me. 
‘They don’t want us. ’ Mor did they for a long h< ur. 

Sooner or later, all sorts of men cast up at our hi vise. 
From India naturally, from the Cape increasi lgiy 
after the Boer War and our half-yearly visits d ere; 
from Rhodesia when that province was in the mah ing; 
from Australia, with schemes for emigration which 
one knew Organised Labour would never allow to 
pass its legislatures; from Canada, when ‘Imperial 
Preference’ came to the fore, and Jameson, after one 
bitter experience, cursed ‘that dam’ dancing-master 
(Laurier) who had bitched the whole show’; and 
from off main-line Islands and Colonies—men of all 
makes, each with his life-tale, grievance, idea, ideal, 
or warning. 

There was an ex-Govemor of the Philippines, who 
had slaved his soul out for years to pull his charge 
into some sort of shape and—on a turn of the political 
wheel at Washington—had been dismissed at literally 
less notice than he would have dared to give a native 
orderly. I remembered not a few men whose work 
and hope had been snatched from under their noses, 
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and my sympathy was very real. His account of Fili¬ 
pino political ‘leaders/ writing and shouting all day 
for ‘independence’ and running round to him after 
dark to be assured that there was no chance of the 
dread boon being granted—‘because then we shall 
most probably all be killed’—was cheeringly familiar. 

The difficulty was to keep these interests separate 
in the head; but the grind of adjusting the mental 
eye to new perspectives was good for the faculties. 
Besides this viva voce, there was always heavy written 
‘work, three-fourths of which was valueless, but for 
the sake of the possibly worth-while residue all had 
to be gone through. This was specially the case during 
' the three years before the War, when warnings came 
thick and fast, and the wise people to whom I con¬ 
veyed them said: ‘Oh, but you’re so-o —extreme.’ 

Blasts of extravagant publicity alternated with my 
office-work. In the late summer of ’o6, for example, 
we took ship to Canada, which I had not seen in any 
particularity for many years, and of which I had been 
told that it was coming out of its spiritual and material 
subjection to the United States. Our steamer was an 
Allan Liner with the earliest turbines and wireless. In 
the wireless-room, as we were feeling our way blind 
through the straits of Belle Isle, a sister ship, sixty 
miles ahead, morsed that the fog with her was even 
thicker. Said a young engineer in the doorway: 
‘Who’s yon talking, Jock? Ask him if he’s done dry¬ 
ing his socks.’ And the old professional jest crackled 
out through the smother. It was my first experience 
of practical wireless. 

At Quebec we met Sir William Van Home, head of 
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the whole C.P.R. system, but, on our wedding trip 
fifteen years before, a mere Divisional Superintendent 
who had lost a trunk of my wife’s and had stood his 
Division on its head to find it. His deferred, but ample 
revenge was to give us one whole Pullman car with 
coloured porter complete, to take and use and 'litch 
on to and declutch from any train we chose, to any¬ 
where we fancied, for as long as we liked. We took 
it, and did all those things to Vancouver and back 
again. When we wished to sleep in peace, it sli i off 
into still, secret freight-yards till morning. Whe \ we 
would eat, chefs of the great mail trains, which i • had 
honoured by its attachment, asked us what we v ould 
like. (It was the season of blueberries and wild d ick.) 
If we even looked as though we wanted anyt ling, 
that thing would be waiting for us a few score miles 
up the line. In this manner and in such state we pro¬ 
gressed, and the procession and the progress was meat 
and drink to the soul of William the coloured porter, 
our Nurse, Valet, Seneschal, and Master of Cere¬ 
monies. (More by token, the wife understood coloured 
folk, and that put William all at ease.) Many people 
would come aboard to visit us at halting-places, and 
there were speeches of sorts to be prepared and 
delivered at the towns. In the first case: ‘’Nother 
depytation, Boss,’ from William behind enormous 
flower-pieces; ‘and more bo-kays for de Lady.’ In 

the second: ‘Dere’s a speech doo at-. You go right 

ahaid with what you’re composin’, Boss. Jest put your 
feets out an’ I’ll shine ’em meanwhile.’ So, brushed 
up and properly shod, I was ushered into the public 
eye by the immortal William. 
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In some ways it was punishing ‘all out* work, but 
in all ways worth it. I had been given an honorary 
Degree, my first, by the McGill University at Mon¬ 
treal. That University received me with interest, and 
after I had delivered a highly moral discourse, the 
students dumped me into a fragile horse-vehicle, 
which they hurtled through the streets. Said one nice 
child sitting in the hood of it: ‘You gave us a dam’ 
dull speech. Can’t you say anything amusin’ now?’ I 
could but express my fears for the safety of the con¬ 
veyance, which was disintegrating by instalments. 

In ’15 I met some of those boys digging trenches 
in France. 

No words of mine can give any notion of the kind¬ 
ness and good-will lavished on us through every step 
of our road. I tried, and failed to do so in a written 
account of it. (Letters to the Family.) And always the 
marvel—to which the Canadians seemed insensible— 
was that on one side of an imaginary line should be 
Safety, Law, Honour, and Obedience, and on the 
other frank, brutal decivilisation; and that, despite 
this, Canada should be impressed by any aspect what¬ 
ever of the United States. Some hint of this too I 
strove to give in my Letters. 

Before we parted, William told us a tale of a friend 
of his who was consumed with desire to be a Pullman 
porter ‘bekase he had watched me doin’ it, an’ thought 
he could do it—jest by watchin’ me.’ (This was the 
burden of his parable, like a deep-toned locomotive 
bell.) Overborne at last, William wangled for his 
friend die coveted post-next car ahaid to mine.... I 
got my folks to baid early ’kase I guessed he’d be 
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needin’ me soon. . . . But he thought he could do it. 
And den all his folk in his car, dey all wanted to go to 
baid at de same time—like dey alius do. An’ he tried 
—Gawd knows he tried—to ’commodate ’em all de 
same time an’ he couldn’t. He jes’ couldn’t. ... He 
didn’t know haow. He thought he did bekase he hid,’ 
etc. etc. ‘An’ den he quit ... he jes’ quit.’ A lc ng 
pause. 

‘Jumped out of window?’ we demanded. 

‘No. Oh no. Dey wasn’t no jump to him dat nig ht. 
He went into de broom-closet—’kase I found him lar 
—an’ he cried, an’ all his folks slammin’ on de broc 11- 
house door an’ cussin’ him ’kase dey wanted to gc to 
baid. An’ he couldn’t put ’em dar. He couldn’t mt 
’em. He thought,’ etc. etc. ‘An’ den? Why, o’ cot rse 
I jes’ whirled in an’ put ’em to baid for him, an’ when 
I told ’em how t’wuz with dat sorerful cryin’ nigger, 
dey laughed. Dey laughed heaps an’ heaps. . . . But 
he thought he could do it by havin’ watched me 
do it.’ 

A few weeks after we returned from the wonderful 
trip, I was notified that I had been awarded the Nobel 
Prize of that year for Literature. It was a very great 
honour, in all ways unexpected. 

It was necessary to go to Stockholm. Even while 
we were on the sea, the old King of Sweden died. 
We reached the city, snow-white under sun, to find 
all the world in evening dress, the official mourning, 
which is curiously impressive. Next afternoon, the 
prize-winners were taken to be presented to the new 
King. Winter darkness in those latitudes falls at three 
o’clock, and it was snowing. One half of the vast 
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acreage of the Palace sat in darkness, for there lay the 
dead King’s body. We were conveyed along intermin¬ 
able corridors looking out into black quadrangles, 
where snow whitened the cloaks of the sentries, the 
breeches of old-time cannon, and the shot-piles along¬ 
side of them. Presently, we reached a Jiving world of 
more corridors and suites all lighted up, but wrapped 
in that Court hush which is like no other silence on 
earth. Then, in a great lit room, the weary-eyed, over¬ 
worked, new King, saying to each the words appro¬ 
priate to the occasion. Next, the Queen, in marvellous 
Mary Queen of Scots mourning, a few words, and 
the return piloted by soft-footed Court officials 
through a stillness so deep that one heard the click 
of the decorations on their uniforms. They said that 
the last words of the old King had been: ‘Don’t let 
them shut the theatres for me.’ So Stockholm that 
night went soberly about her pleasures, all dumbed 
down under the snow. 

Morning did not come till ten o’clock; and one lay 
abed in thick dark, listening to the blunted grind of 
the trams speeding the people to their work-day’s 
work. But the ordering of their lives was reasonable, 
thought out, and most comfortable for all classes in 
the matters of food, housing, the lesser but more 
desirable decencies, and the consideration given to the 
Arts. I had only known the Swede as a first-class im¬ 
migrant in various parts of the earth. Looking at his 
native land I could guess whence he drew his strength 
and directness. Snow and frost are no bad nurses. 

At that epoch staid women attached to the public 
wash-houses washed in a glorious lather of soap, 
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worked up with big bunches of finest pine-shavings 
(when you think of it, a sponge is almost as dirty a 
tool as the permanent tooth-brush of the European), 
men desirous of the most luxurious bath known to 
civilisation. But foreigners did not always catch the 
idea. Hence this tale told to me at a winter resort in 
the deep, creamy contralto of the North by a Swed ish 
lady who took, and pronounced, her English radier 
biblically. The introit you can imagine for yours* If. 
Here is the finale: ‘And then she—the old won an 
com-ed—came—in to wash that man. But he was 
angered—angry. He wonted—he went dee-ep ii to 
the water and he say-ed- -said—“Go a-way!” And he 
sayed, “But I comm to v. ash you, sare.” And she m; de 
to do that. But he tur-ned over up-on his fa-ace, a ad 
wa-ved his legs in the airs and he sayed: “Go a-da n- 
way away!” So she went to the Direktor and ‘.he 
say-ed: “Comm he-ere. There are a mads in my bath, 
which will not let me wash of him.” But the Direktor 
say-ed to her: “Oh, that are not a mads. That are an 
Englishman. He will himself—he will wash him¬ 
self.” ’ 
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Working-Tools 

E very man must be his own law in his own work, 
but it is a poor-spirited artist in any craft who does 
not know how the other man’s work should be 
done or could be improved. I have heard as much 
criticism among hedgers and ditchers and woodmen 
of a companion’s handling of spade, bill-hook, or axe, 
as would fill a Sunday paper. Carters and catde-men 
are even more meticulous, since they must deal with 
temperaments and seasonal instabilities. We had once 
on the farms a pair of brothers between ten and 
twelve. The younger could deal so cunningly with 
an intractable cart-mare who rushed her gates, and 
for choice diagonally, that he was called in to take 
charge of her as a matter of course. The elder, at 
eleven, could do all that his strength allowed, and the 
much more that ancestral craft had added, with any 
edged tool or wood. Modern progress has turned 
them into meritorious menials. 

One of my cattle-men had a son who at eight could 
appraise the merits and character of any beast in his 
father’s care, and was on terms of terrifying familiarity 
with the herd-bull, whom he would slap on the nose 
to make him walk disposedly before us when visitors 
came. At eighteen, he would have been worth two 
hundred a year to begin with on any ranch in the 
Dominions. But he was ‘good at his books,’ and is 
now in a small grocery, but wears a black coat on 
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the Sabbath. Which things are a portent. 

I have told what my early surroundings were, and 
how richly they furnished me with material. Also, 
how rigorously newspaper spaces limited my can¬ 
vases and, for the reader’s sake, prescribed that within 
these limits must be some sort of beginning, middle, 
and end. My ordinary reporting, leader- and n< re¬ 
writing carried the same lesson, which took me an 
impatient while to learn. Added to this, I was aln ost 
nightly responsible for my output to visible and olten 
brutally voluble critics at the Club. They were lot 
concerned with my dreams. They wanted accur icy 
and interest, but first of all accuracy. 

My young head was in a ferment of new thi lgs 
seen and realised at every turn and—that I migh in 
any way keep abreast of the flood—it was necessiry 
that every word should tell, carry, weigh, taste and, 
if need were, smell. Here the Father helped me incom¬ 
parably by his judicious leaving alone.’ ‘Make your own 
experiments,’ said he. ‘It’s the only road. If I helped, 
I’d hinder.’ So I made my own experiments and, of 
course, the viler they were the more I admired them. 

Mercifully, the mere act of writing was, and always 
has been, a physical pleasure to me. This made it easier 
to throw away anything that did not turn out well: 
and to practise, as it were, scales. 

Verse, naturally, came first, and here the Mother 
was at hand, with now and then some shrivelling 
comment that infuriated me. But, as she said: ‘There’s 
no Mother in Poetry, my dear.’ It was she, indeed, 
who had collected and privately printed verses written 
at school up to my sixteenth year, which I faithfully 
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sent out from the little House of the Dear Ladies. 
Later, when the notoriety came, ‘in they broke, those 
people of importance,’ and the innocent thing ‘came 
on to the market,’ and Philadelphia lawyers, a breed 
by itself, wanted to know, because they had paid 
much money for an old copy, what I remembered 
about its genesis. They had been first written in a stiff, 
marble-backed MS. book, the front page of which the 
Father had inset with a scandalous sepia-sketch of 
Tennyson and Browning in procession, and a spec¬ 
tacled schoolboy bringing up the rear. I gave it, when 
I left school, to a woman who returned it to me many 
years later—for which she will take an even higher 
place in Heaven than her natural goodness ensures— 
and I burnt it, lest it should fall into the hands of‘lesser 
breeds without the (Copyright) law.’ 

I forget who started the notion of my writing a 
series of Anglo-Indian tales, but I remember our 
council over the naming of the series. They were 
originally much longer than when they appeared, but 
the shortening of them, first to my own fancy after 
rapturous re-readings, and next to the space available, 
taught me that a tale from which pieces have been 
raked out is like a fire that has been poked. One does 
not know that the operation has been performed, but 
every one feels the effect. Note, though, that the 
excised stuff must have been honestly written for 
inclusion. I found that when, to save trouble, I ‘wrote 
short’ ah initio much salt went out of the work. This 
supports the theory of the chimaera which, having 
bombinated and been removed, is capable of pro¬ 
ducing secondary causes in vacuo. 
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This leads me to the Higher Editing. Take of well- 
ground Indian ink as much as suffices and a camel-hair 
brush proportionate to the interspaces of your lines. 
In an auspicious hour, read your final draft and con¬ 
sider faithfully every paragraph, sentence and word, 
blacking out where requisite. Let it he by to drain as 
long as possible. At the end of that time, re-read ind 
you should find that it will bear a second shorten! tig. 
Finally, read it aloud alone and at leisure. May! e a 
shade more brushwork will then indicate or imf ose 
itself. If not, praise Allah and let it go, and ‘when t tou 
hast done, repent not.’ The shorter the tale, the lor ger 
the brushwork and, normally, the shorter the he- by, 
and vice versa. The longer the tale, the less brush out 
the longer lie-by. I have had tales by me for thret or 
five years which shortened themselves almost yea ly. 
The magic lies in the Brush and the Ink. For the I en, 
when it is writing, can only scratch; and botded ink 
is not to compare with the ground Chinese stick. Ex- 
perto crede. 

Let us now consider the Personal Daemon of Aris¬ 
totle and others, of whom it has been truthfully 
written, though not published:— 

This is the doom of the Makers—their Daemon 
lives in their pen. 

If he be absent or sleeping, they are even as other 
men. 

But if he be utterly present, and they swerve not 
from his behest. 

The word that he gives shall continue, whether in 
earnest or jest. 
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Most men, and some most unlikely, keep him under 
an alias which varies with their literary or scientific 
attainments. Mine came to me early when I sat be¬ 
wildered among other notions, and said: ‘Take this 
and no other.’ I obeyed, and was rewarded. It was a 
tale in the little Christmas magazine Quartette which 
we four wrote together, and it was called ‘The 
Phantom ’Rickshaw.’ Some of it was weak, much 
was bad and out of key; but it was my first serious 
attempt to think in another man’s skin. 

After that I learned to lean upon him and recognise 
the sign of his approach. If ever I held back, Ananias- 
fashion, anything of myself (even though I had to 
throw it out afterwards) I paid for it by missing what 
I then knew the tale lacked. As an instance, many years 
later I wrote about a mediaeval artist, a monastery, 
and the premature discovery of the microscope. (‘The 
Eye of Allah.’) Again and again it went dead under 
my hand, and for the life of me I could not see why. 
I put it away and waited. Then said my Daemon— 
and I was meditating something else at the time— 
‘Treat it as an illuminated manuscript.’ I had ridden 
off on hard black-and-white decoration, instead of 
pumicing the whole thing ivory-smooth, and loading 
it with thick colour and gilt. Again, in a South African, 
post-Boer War tale called ‘The Captive,’ which was 
built up round the phrase ‘a first-class dress-parade for 
Armageddon,’ I could not get my lighting into key with 
the tone of the monologue. The background insisted 
too much. My Daemon said at last: ‘Paint the back¬ 
ground first once for all, as hard as a public-house sign, 
and leave it alone.’ This done, the rest fell into place 
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with the American accent and outlook of the teller. 

My Daemon was with me in the Jungle Books, Kim, 
and both Puck books, and good care I took to walk 
delicately, lest he should withdraw. I know that he 
did not, because when those books were finished they 
said so themselves with, almost, the water-hammer 
click of a tap turned off. One of the clauses in cur 
contract was that I should never follow up ‘a succe: s,’ 
for by this sin fell Napoleon and a few others. N )te 
here. When your Daemon is in charge, do not try to 
think consciously. Drift, wait, and obey. 

I am afraid that I was not much impressed ay 
reviews. But my early days in London were t n- 
fortunate. As I got to know literary circles and tb fir 
critical output, I was struck by die slenderness of 
some of the writers’ equipment. I could not see h< iw 
they got along with so casual a knowledge of French 
work and, apparently, of much English grounding 
that I had supposed indispensable. Their stuff seemed 
to be a day-to-day traffic in generalities, hedged by 
trade considerations. Here I expect I was wrong, but, 
making my own tests (the man who had asked me 
out to dinner to discover what I had read gave me 
the notion), I would ask simple questions, misquote 
or misattribute my quotations; or (once or twice) 
invent an author. The result did not increase my 
reverence. Had they been newspaper men in a hurry, 
I should have understood; but the gentlemen were 
presented to me as Priests and Pontiffs. And the 
generality of them seemed to have followed other 
trades—in banks or offices—before coming to the Ink; 
whereas I was free bom. It was pure snobism on my 
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part, but it served to keep me inside myself, which is 
what snobbery is for. 

I would not to-day recommend any writer to con¬ 
cern himself overly with reviews. London is a parish, 
and the Provincial Press has been syndicated, standard¬ 
ised, and smarmed down out of individuality. But 
there remains still a little fun in that fair. In Man¬ 
chester was a paper called The Manchester Guardian. 
Outside the mule-lines I had never met anything that 
could kick or squeal so continuously, or so completely 
round the entire compass of things. It suspected me 
from the first, and when my ‘Imperialistic’ iniquities 
were established after the Boer War, it used each new 
book of mine for a shrill recount of my previous sins 

(exactly as C-used to do) and, I think, enjoyed 

itself. In return I collected and filed its more acid but 
uncommonly well-written leaders for my own pur¬ 
poses. After many years, I wrote a tale (‘The Wish 
House’) about a woman of what was called ‘tempera¬ 
ment’ who loved a man and who also suffered from a 
cancer on her leg—the exact situation carefully speci¬ 
fied. The review came to me with a gibe on the mar¬ 
gin from a faithful friend: ‘You threw up a catch that 
time!’ The review said that I had revived Chaucer’s 
Wife of Bath even to the ‘mormal on her shinne.’ 
And it looked just like that too! There was no possible 
answer, so, breaking my rule not to have commerce 
with any paper, I wrote to the Manchester Guardian 
and gave myself‘out—caught to leg.’ The reply came 
from an evident human being (I had thought red-hot 
linotypes composed their staff) who was pleased with 
the tribute to his knowledge of Chaucer. 
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Per contra, I have had miraculous escapes in technical 
matters, which make me blush still. Luckily the men 
of the seas and the engine-room do not write to the 
Press, and my worst slip is still underided. 

The nearest shave that ever missed me was averted 
by my Daemon. I was at the moment in Canada, 
where a young Englishman gave me, as a personal 
experience, a story of a body-snatching episode in 
deep snow, perpetrated in some lonely prairie-to vn 
and culminating in purest horror. To get it out of die 
system I wrote it detailcdly, and it came away ju t a 
shade too good; too well-balanced; too slick. I pi t it 
aside, not that I was at tively uneasy about it, bi t I 
wanted to make sure. Months passed, and I starte 1 a 
tooth which I took to the dentist in the little Ameri :an 
town near ‘Naulakha.’ I had to wait a while in his 
parlour, where I found a file of bound Harper s Maga¬ 
zines —say six hundred pages to the volume—dating 
from the ’fifties. I picked up one, and read as undis- 
tractedly as the tooth permitted. There I found my 
tale, identical in every mark—frozen ground, frozen 
corpse stiff in its fur robes in the buggy—the inn¬ 
keeper offering it a drink—and so on to the ghastly 
end. Had I published that tale, what could have saved 
me from the charge of deliberate plagiarism? Note 
here. Always, in our trade, look a gift horse at both 
ends and in the middle. He may throw you. 

But here is a curious case. In the late summer, I 
think, of ’13, I was invited to Manoeuvres round 
Frensham Ponds at Aldershot. The troops were from 
the Eighth Division of the coming year—Guardsmen, 
Black Watch, and the rest, down to the horsed 
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maxims—two per battalion. Many of the officers had 
been juniors in the Boer War, known to Gwynne, 
one of the guests, and some to me. When the sham 
fight was developing, the day turned blue-hazy, the 
sky lowered, and the heat struck like the Karroo, as 
one scutded among the heaths, listening to the uncon¬ 
trolled clang of the musketry fire. It came over me 
that anything might be afoot in such weather, pom¬ 
poms for instance, half heard on a flank, or the glint 
of a helio through a cloud-drift. In short I conceived 
the whole pressure of our dead of the Boer War 
flickering and re-forming as the horizon flickered in 
the heat; the galloping feet of a single horse, and a 
voice once well-known that passed chanting ribaldry 
along the flank of a crack battalion. (‘But Winnie is 
one of the lost—poor dear!’ was that song, if any re¬ 
member it or its Singer in 1900—1901.) In an interval, 
while we lay on the grass, I told Gwynne what was in 
my head; and some officers also listened. The finale 
was to be manoeuvres abandoned and a hurried calling- 
off of all arms by badly frightened Commandants— 
the men themselves sweating with terror though they 
knew not why. 

Gwynne played with the notion, and added details 
of Boer fighting that I did not know; and I remember 
a young Duke of Northumberland, since dead, who 
was interested. The notion so obsessed me that I wrote 
out the beginning at once. But in cold blood it seemed 
more and more fantastic and absurd, unnecessary and 
hysterical. Yet, three or four times I took it up and, 
as many, laid it down. After the War I threw the draft 
away. It would have done no good, and might have 
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opened the door, and my mail, to unprofitable dis¬ 
cussion. For there is a type of mind that dives after 
what it calls ‘psychical experiences.’ And I am in no 
way ‘psychic.’ Dealing as I have done with large, 
superficial areas of incident and occasion, one is bound 
to make a few lucky hits or happy deductions. But 
there is no need to drag in the ‘clairvoyance,’ or the 
rest of the modern jargon. I have seen too much < vil 
and sorrow and wreck < >f good minds on the roac to 
Endor to take one step along that perilous track. O xce 
only was I sure that I h id ‘passed beyond the bou ids 
of ordinance.’ I dreamt that I stood, in my 1 >est 
clothes, which I do not wear as a rule, one in a ine 
of similarly habited men, in some vast hall, floe red 
with rough-jointed stone slabs. Opposite me, the 
width of the hall, was another line of persons and the 
impression of a crowd behind them. On my left some 
ceremony was taking place that I wanted to see, but 
could not unless I stepped out of my line because the 
fat stomach of my neighbour on my left barred my 
vision. At the ceremony’s close, both lines of spec¬ 
tators broke up and moved forward and met, and the 
great space filled with people. Then a man came up 
behind me, slipped his hand beneath my arm, and 
said: ‘I want a word with you.’ I forget the rest: but 
it had been a perfectly clear dream, and it stuck in my 
memory. Six weeks or more later, I attended in my 
capacity of a Member of the War Graves Commis¬ 
sion a ceremony at Westminster Abbey, where the 
Prince of Wales dedicated a plaque to ‘The Million 
Dead’ of the Great War. We Commissioners lined up 
facing, across the width of the Abbey Nave, more 
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members of the Ministry and a big body of the public 
behind them, all in black clothes. I could see nothing 
of the ceremony because the stomach of the man on 
my left barred my vision. Then, my eye was caught 
by the cracks of the stone flooring, and I said to my¬ 
self: ‘But here is where I have been!’ We broke up, 
both lines flowed forward and met, and the Nave 
filled with a crowd, through which a man came up 
and slipped his hand upon my arm saying: ‘I want a 
word with you, please.’ It was about some utterly 
trivial matter that I have forgotten. 

But how, and why, had I been shown an unreleased 
roll of my life-film? For the sake of the ‘weaker 
brethren’—and sisters—I made no use of the experi¬ 
ence. 

In respect to verifying one’s references, which is a 
matter in which one can help one’s Daemon, it is 
curious how loath a man is to take his own medicine. 
Once, on a Boxing Day, with hard frost coming 
greasily out of the ground, my friend, Sir John Bland- 
Sutton, the head of the College of Surgeons, came 
down to ‘Bateman’s’ very full of a lecture which he 
was to deliver on ‘gizzards.’ We were settled before 
the fire after lunch, when he volunteered that So-and- 
so had said that if you hold a hen to your ear, you 
can hear the click in its gizzard of the little pebbles 
that help its digestion. ‘Interesting,’ said I. ‘He’s an 
authority.’ ‘Oh yes, but’—a long pause—‘have you 
any hens about here, Kipling?’ I owned that I had, 
two hundred yards down a lane, but why not accept 
So-and-so? ‘I can’t,’ said John simply, ‘till I’ve tried 
it.’ Remorselessly, he worried me into taking him to 
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the hens, who lived in an open shed in front of the 
gardener’s cottage. As we skated over the glairy 
ground, I saw an eye at the comer of the drawn- 
down Boxing-Day blind, and knew that my char¬ 
acter for sobriety would be blasted all over the farms 
before night-fall. We caught an outraged pullet. John 
soothed her for a while (he said her pulse was a h un- 
dred and twenty-six), and held her to his ear. She 
clicks all right,’ he announced. ‘Listen.’ I did, ind 
there was click enough for a lecture. ‘Now we car go 
back to the house,’ I pleaded. ‘Wait a bit. Let’s c.tch 
that cock. He’ll click better.’ We caught him aft :r a 
loud and long chase, and he clicked like a solit£ ire- 
board. I went home, my ears alive with parasites. so 
wrapped up in my ow n indignation that the fui. of 
it escaped me. It had not been my verification, /ou 
see. 

But John was right. Take nothing for granted if 
you can check it. Even though that seem waste-work, 
and has nothing to do with the essentials of things, it 
encourages the Daemon. There are always men who 
by trade or calling know the fact or the inference that 
you put forth. If you are wrong by a hair in this, they 
argue: ‘False in one thing, false in all.’ Having sinned, 
I know. Likewise, never play down to your public— 
not because some of them do not deserve it, but be¬ 
cause it is bad for your hand. All your material is 
drawn from the lives of men. Remember, then, what 
David did with the water brought to him in the heat 
of battle. 

And, if it be in your power, bear serenely with 
imitators. My Jungle Books begat Zoos of them. But 
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the genius of all the genii was one who wrote a series 
called Tarzan of the Apes. I read it, but regret I never 
saw it on the films, where it rages most successfully. 
He had ‘jazzed’ the motif of the Jungle Books and, I 
imagine, had thoroughly enjoyed himself. He was 
reported to have said that he wanted to find out how 
bad a book he could write and ‘get away with,’ which 
is a legitimate ambition. 

Another case was verses of the sort that are recited. 
An Edinburgh taxi-driver in the War told me that 
they were much in vogue among the shelters and was 
honoured to meet me, their author. Afterwards, I 
found that they were running neck-and-neck with 
‘Gunga Din’ in the military go-as-you-pleases and on 
the Lower Deck, and were always ascribed to my 
graceful hand. They were called ‘The Green Eye of 
the Little Yellow God.’ They described an English 
Colonel and his daughter at Khatmandhu in Nepal 
where there was a military Mess; and her lover of the 
name of ‘mad Carew’ which rhymed comfortably. 
The refrain was more or less ‘And the green-eyed 
yellow Idol looking down.’ It was luscious and ram¬ 
pant, with a touch, I thought, of the suburban Toilet- 
Club school favoured by the late Mr. Oscar Wilde. 
Yet, and this to me was the Devil of it, it carried for 
one reader an awesome suggestion of ‘but for the 
Grace of God there goes Richard Baxter.’ (Refer again 
to the hairdresser’s model which so moved Mr. Dent 
Pitman.) Whether the author had done it out of his 
own head, or as an inspired parody of the possibilities 
latent in a fellow-craftsman, I do not know. But I 
admired him. 
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Occasionally one could test a plagiarist. I had to 
invent a tree, with name to match, for a man who 
at that time was rather riding in my pocket. In about 
eighteen months—the time it takes for a ‘test’ diamond, 
thrown over the wires into a field of ‘blue’ rock, to 
turn up on the Kimberley sorting-tables—my tree 
appeared in his ‘nature-studies’—name as spelt by ne 
and virtues attributed. Since in our trade we be all 
felons, more or less, I repented when I had cau ;ht 
him, but not too much. 

And I would charge ) ou for the sake of your d; ily 
correspondence, never to launch a glittering gene al- 
ity, which an older generation used to call ‘Tup| er- 
ism.’ Long ago I stated that ‘East was East and ^ est 
was West and never the twain should meet.’ It seen ted 
right, for I had checked it by the card, but I was c* re¬ 
fill to point out circumstances under which cardinal 
points ceased to exist. Forty years rolled on, and for a 
fair half of them the excellent and uplifted of all lands 
would write me, apropos of each new piece of broad¬ 
minded folly in India, Egypt, or Ceylon, that East and 
West had met—as, in their muddled minds, I suppose 
they had. Being a political Calvinist, I could not argue 
with these condemned ones. But their letters had to be 
opened and filed. 

Again. I wrote a song called ‘Mandalay’ which, 
tacked to a tune with a swing, made one of the 
waltzes of that distant age. A private soldier reviews 
his loves and, in the chorus, his experiences in the 
Burma campaign. One of his ladies lives at Moulmein, 
which is not on the road to anywhere, and he describes 
the amour with some minuteness, but always in his 
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chorus deals with ‘the road to Mandalay,’ his golden 
path to romance. The inhabitants of the United 
States, to whom I owed most of the bother, ‘Pana- 
maed’ that song (this was before copyright), set it to 
their own tunes, and sang it in their own national 
voices. Not content widi this, they took to pleasure 
cruising, and discovered that Moulmein did not 
command any view of any sun rising across the 
Bay of Bengal. They must have interfered, too, with 
the navigation of the Irrawaddy Flotilla steamers, 
for one of the Captains S.O.S.-ed me to give him 
‘something to tell these somethinged tourists about 
it.’ I forget what word I sent, but I hoped it might 
help. 

Had I opened the chorus of the song with ‘Oh’ in¬ 
stead of‘On the road,’ etc., it might have shown that 
the song was a sort of general mix-up of the singer’s 
Far-Eastern memories against a background of the 
Bay of Bengal as seen at dawn from a troopship 
taking him there. But ‘On’ in this case was more 
singable than ‘Oh.’ That simple explanation may 
stand as a warning. 

Lastly—and this got under my skin because it 
touched something that mattered—when, after the 
Boer War, there seemed an off-chance of introducing 
conscription into England, I wrote verses called ‘The 
Islanders’ which, after a few days’ newspaper corre¬ 
spondence, were dismissed as violent, untimely, and 
untrue. In them I had suggested that it was unwise to 
‘grudge a year of service to the lordliest life on earth.’ 
In the immediate next lines I described the life to 
which the year of service was grudged as:— 
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Ancient, effortless, ordered—cycle on cycle set— 

Life so long untroubled that ye who inherit forget 

It was not made with the mountains; it is not one 
with the deep. 

Men, not Gods, devised it. Men, not Gods, must 
keep. 

In a very little while it was put about that I had said 
that ‘a year of compulsory service’ would be ‘ef’ort- 
less, ordered,’ etc. etc —with the rider that I d dn’t 
know much about it. 7 his perversion was pervers fied 
by a man who ought to have known better; a id I 
suppose I should have known that it was part o ’the 
‘effortless, ordered’ drift towards Armageddon. You 
ask: ‘Why inflict on us legends of your Middle A *es?’ 
Because in life as in literature, its sole enduring ret ord, 
is no age. Men and Things come round again, eternal 
as the seasons. 

But, attacking or attacked, so long as you have 
breath, on no provocation explain. What you have 
said may be justified by things or some man, but 
never take a hand in a ‘dog-fight’ that opens: ‘My 
attention has been drawn to,’ etc. 

I came near to breaking this Law with Punch, an 
institution I always respected for its continuity and 
its utter Englishdom, and from whose files I drew 
my modem working history. I had written during 
the Boer War a set of verses based on unofficial 
criticisms of many serious junior officers. (Incidentally 
they contained one jewel of a line that opened ‘And 
which it may subsequently transpire’—a galaxy of 
words I had long panted to place in the literary firma- 
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nient.) Nobody loved them, and indeed they were not 
conciliatory; but Punch took them rather hard. This 
was a pity because Punch would have been useful at 
that juncture. I knew none of its staff, but I asked 
questions and learned that Punch on this particular 
issue was—non-Aryan ‘and German at that.’ It is true 
that the Children of Israel are ‘people of the Book,’ 
and in the second Surah of the Koran Allah is made to 
say: ‘High above mankind have I raised you.’ Yet, 
later, in the fifth Surah, it is written: ‘Oft as they 
kindle a beacon-fire for war, shall God quench it. 
And their aim will be to abet disorder on the 
earth: but God loveth not the abettors of disorder.’ 
More important still, my bearer in Lahore never 
announced our good little Jew Tyler but he spat 
loudly and openly in the veranda. I swallowed my 
spittle at once. Israel is a race to leave alone. It abets 
disorder. 

Many years later, during the War, The Times, with 
which I had had no dealings for a dozen years or so, 
was ‘landed’ with what purported to be some verses 
by me, headed ‘The Old Volunteer.’ They had been 
sent in by a Sunday mail with some sort of faked 
postmark and without any covering letter. They were 
stamped with a rubber-stamp from the village office, 
they were written on an absolutely straight margin, 
which is beyond my powers, and in an un-European 
fist. (I had never since typewriters began sent out press- 
work unless it was typed.) From my point of view the 
contribution should not have deceived a messenger- 
boy. Ninthly and lasdy, they were wholly unin¬ 
telligible. 
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Human nature being what it is, The Times was 
much more annoyed with me than any one eke, 
though goodness knows—this, remember, was in ’17 
—I did not worry them about it, beyond hinting that 
the usual week-end English slackness, when no one is 
in charge, had made the mess. They took the matter 
up with the pomp of the Public Institution wiich 
they were, and submitted the MS. to experts, who 
proved that it must be the work of a man who had 
all but ‘spoofed’ The 1 imes about some fragmen s of 
Keats. He happened to be an old friend of mine, and 
when I told him of his magnified ‘character.Stic’ 
letters, and the betraying slopes at which they lay— 
his, as I pointed out, ‘very C’s and U’s and T’s ’ he 
was wrath and, being a poet, swore a good deal that 
if he could not have done a better parody of my 
‘stuff’ with his left hand he would retire from busi¬ 
ness. This I believed, tor, on the heek of my modest 
disclaimer which appeared, none too conspicuously, 
in The Times, I had had a letter in a chaffing vein 
about ‘The Old Volunteer’ from a non-Ary an who 
never much appreciated me; and the handwriting of 
it, coupled with the subtlety of choosing a week-end 
(as the Hun had chosen August Bank Holiday of’14) 
for the work, plus the Oriental detachedness and in¬ 
sensitiveness of playing that sort of game in the heart 
of a life-and-death struggle, made me suspect him 
more than a little. He is now in Abraham’s bosom, so 
I shall never know. But The Times seemed very happy 
with its enlarged letters, and measurements of the 
alphabet, and—there really was a war on which filled 
my days and nights. Then The Times sent down a 
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detective to my home. I didn’t see the drift of this, 
but naturally was interested. And It was a Detective 
out of a book, down to the very creaks of Its boots. 
(On the human side at lunch It knew a lot about 
second-hand furniture.) Officially, It behaved like all 
the detectives in the literature of that period. Finally, 
It setded Itself, back to the light, facing me at my 
work-table, and told me a long yam about a man 
who worried the Police with complaints of anony¬ 
mous letters addressed to him from unknown sources, 
all of which, through the perspicacity of the Police, 
turned out to have been written by himself to himself 
for the purpose of attracting notoriety. As in the case 
of the young man on the Canadian train, that tale felt 
as though it had come out of a magazine of the ’sixties; 
and I was so interested in its laborious evolution that I 
missed its implication till quite the end. Then I got to 
thinking of the psychology of the detective, and what 
a gay life of plots It must tramp through; and of the 
psychology of The T/mes-in-a-hole, which is where 
no one shows to advantage; and of how Moberly 
Bell, whose bows I had crossed in the old days, would 
have tackled the matter; what Buckle, whom I loved 
for his sincerity and gentlehood, would have thought 
of it all. Thus I forgot to defend my ‘injured honour.’ 
The thing had passed out of reason into the Higher 
Hysterics. What could I do but offer It some more 
sherry and thank It for a pleasant interview? 

I have told this at length because Institutions of 
idealistic tendencies sometimes wait till a man is dead, 
and then furnish their own evidence. Should this 
happen, try to believe that in the deepest trough of 
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the War I did not step aside to play with The Times, 
Printing House Square, London, E.C. 

In the come-and-go of family talk there was often 
discussion as to whether I could write a ‘real novel.’ 
The Father thought that the setting of my work and 
life would be against it, and Time justified him. 

Now here is a curious thing. At the Paris Exhibi ion 
of 1878 I saw, and never forgot, a picture of the d :ath 
of Manon Lescaut, and asked my Father many q les- 
tions. I read that amazing ‘one book’ of the bbe 
Prevost, in alternate slabs with Scarron’s Rc nan 
Comique, when I was about eighteen, and it broi ight 
up the picture. My theory is that a germ lay dorr lant 
till my change of life to London (though that is not 
Paris) woke it up, and that The Light that Failed was 
a sort of inverted, metagrobolised phantasmagoria 
based on Manon. I was confirmed in my belief when 
the French took to that conte with relish, and I always 
fancied that it walked better in translation than in die 
original. But it was only a conte —not a built book. 

Kim, of course, was nakedly picaresque and plotless 
—a thing imposed from without. 

Yet I dreamed for many years of building a verit¬ 
able three-decker out of chosen and long-stored timber 
—teak, green-heart, and ten-year-old oak knees—each 
curve melting deliciously into the next diat the 
sea might nowhere meet resistance or weakness; 
the whole suggesting motion even when, her great 
sails for the moment furled, she lay in some needed 
haven — a vessel ballasted on ingots of pure re¬ 
search and knowledge, roomy, fitted with delicate 
cabinet-work below-decks, painted, carved, gilt and 
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wreathed the length of her, from her blazing stem- 
galleries outlined by bronzy palm-trunks, to her 
rampant figure-head—an East Indiaman worthy to 
lie alongside The Cloister and the Hearth. 

Not being able to do this, I dismissed the ambition 
as ‘beneath the thinking mind.’ So does a half-blind 
man dismiss shooting and golf. 

Nor did I live to see the day when the new three- 
deckers should hoist themselves over the horizon, 
quivering to their own power, overloaded with bars, 
ball-rooms, and insistent chromium plumbing; hell¬ 
ishly noisy from the sports’ deck to the barber’s shop; 
but serving their generation as the old craft served 
theirs. The young men were already laying down the 
lines of them, fondly believing that the old laws of 
design and construction were for them abrogated. 

And with what tools did I work in my own mould- 
loft? I had always been choice, not to say coquettish in 
this respect. In Lahore for my Plain Tales I used a slim, 
octagonal-sided, agate penholder with a Waverley 
nib. It was a gift, and when in an evil hour it snapped 
I was much disturbed. Then followed a procession of 
impersonal hirelings each with a Waverley, and next 
a silver penholder with a quill-like curve, which 
promised well but did not perform. In Villiers Street 
I got me an outsize office pewter ink-pot, on which 
I would gouge the names of the tales and books I 
wrote out of it. But the housemaids of married life 
polished those titles away till they grew as faded as a 
palimpsest. 

I then abandoned hand-dipped Waverleys—a nib I 
never changed—and for years wallowed in the pin- 
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pointed ‘stylo’ and its successor the ‘fountain’ which 
for me meant geyser-pens. In later years I clung to a 
slim, smooth, black treasure (Jael was her office name) 
which I picked up in Jerusalem. I tried pump-pens 
with glass insides, but they were of ‘intolerable 
entrails.’ 

For my ink I demanded the blackest, and had I b< :en 
in my Father’s house, as once I was, would have k ;pt 
an ink-boy to grind me Indian ink. All ‘blue-bla< ks’ 
were an abomination to my Daemon, and I ne /er 
found a bottled vermilion fit to rubricate init als 
when one hung in the wind waiting. 

My writing-blocks were built for me to an in- 
changed pattern of large, off-white, blue sheets, of 
which I was most wasteful. All this old-maiderie lid 
not prevent me when abroad from buying and using 
blocks, and tackle, in any country. 

With a lead pencil I ceased to express—probably 
because I had to use a pencil in reporting. I took very 
few notes except of names, dates, and addresses. If a 
thing didn’t stay in my memory, I argued it was 
hardly worth writing out. But each man has his own 
method. I rudely drew what I wanted to remember. 

Like most men who ply one trade in one place for 
any while, I always kept certain gadgets on my work¬ 
table, which was ten feet long from North to South 
and badly congested. One was a long, lacquer, canoe¬ 
shaped pen-tray full of brushes and dead ‘fountains’; 
a wooden box held clips and bands; another, a tin one, 
pins; yet another, a bottle-slider, kept all manner of 
unneeded essentials from emery-paper to small screw¬ 
drivers; a paper-weight, said to have been Warren 
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Hastings’; a tiny, weighted fur-seal and a leather 
crocodile sat on some of the papers; an inky foot-rule 
and a Father of Penwipers which a much-loved house¬ 
maid of ours presented yearly, made up the main- 
guard of these little fetishes. 

My treatment of books, which I looked upon as 
tools of my trade, was popularly regarded as barbarian. 
Yet I economised on my multitudinous penknives, 
and it did no harm to my fore-finger. There were 
books which I respected, because they were put in 
locked cases. The others, all the house over, took 
their chances. 

Left and right of the table were two big globes, on 
one of which a great airman had once outlined in 
white paint those air-routes to the East and Australia 
which were well in use before my death. 
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